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PROLOGUE. 

Ik San Fianciaoo tlie ^xainyaeaaoii'* had 
been making itself a reality to the wonder- 
ing Eastern immigrant. There were short 
days of drifting donds and flying sunshine, 
and long snooeeding nights of incessant 
downpour, when the rain rattled on the 
thin shingles or drummed on the resounding 
zinc of pioneer roofs. The shifting sand- 
dunes on the outskirts were beaten motion- 
less and sodden by the onslaught of oonsec- 
utive storms ; the southeast trades brought 
the saline breath of the outlying Pacific 
eyen to the busy haunts of Commercial and 
Kearney streets; the low-lying Mission 
road was a quagmire ; along the City Front, 
despite of piles and pier and wharf, the 
Pacific tides still asserted themselves in 
mud and ooze as far as Sansome Street; 
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the wooden sidewalks of Clay and Montgom- 
ery streets were mere floating bridges or 
buoyant pontoons superposed on elastic 
bogs ; Battery Street was the Silurian beach 
of that early period on which tin cans, 
packing-boxes, freight, household furniture, 
and even the runaway crews of deserted 
ships had been cast away. There were dan- 
gerous and unknown depths in Montgomery 
Street and on the Plaza, and the wheels of 
a passing carriage hopelessly mired had to 
be lifted by the volunteer hands of a half 
dozen high-booted wayfarers, whose wearers 
were sufficiently content to believe that a 
woman, a child, or an invalid was behind 
its closed windows, without troubling them- 
selves or the occupant by looking through 
the glass. 

It was a carriage that, thus released^ 
eventually drew up before the superior pub- 
lic edifice known as the City HaUL From 
it a woman, closely veiled, alighted, and 
quickly entered the building. A few pass- 
ers-by turned to look at her, partly from 
the rarity of the female figure at that pe- 
riod, and partly from the greater rarity of 
its being well formed and even ladylike. 

As she kept her way along the corridor 
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and aacended an iron rtaireaae, she waa 
paiiH6cl by odien mote pieooeapiad in bnri- 
neas at llie Tariona public offieea. One of 
tbeae Tistora, bowever, aftopped aa if atroi^ 
bj some fancied leaanUance in ber appeal^ 
ance, tamed, and f (dkywed ber. But wben 
abe baited before a door marired " Majorca 
Qfl&ee," be panaed also, and, nidi a kx^ of 
baU bnmorooa bewildemient and a alight 
glance axoond bim aa if awJring for aome 
one to idbom to impart bia ardi fan^, be 
tamed away. Tbe woman tfaen entered a 
lazge anteroom witn a certain qoidt fenu* 
nine gesture of relief^ and, finding it empty 
<rf otber caHerBy aammoned Ae porter, and 
aabed bim aome qncrtion in a^oice ao aop- 
preaaed by ibe oliinal aeteiity of tbe apai^ 
snent aa to be baidty andiUe. Tbe attend- 



"^ aiayor a oeueuiy, and. leappeaten wm 
a afaaplmg of aeventeen or eigfateen, wnoaa 
sngnbttiy brigbt ejea were aU fbat waa 
youthfu l in Ida eompoaed featuieiL After 



asliglit a c iuiinj of Ibe woman — balf boy* 
isb, balf official — be denbed ber to be 



aa if be waa afcr-acdi^ a 

and, tddng a eacd from bct^ teentefed Ua 
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o£Glce« Here, however, he did n4>t stand on 
his head or call out a confederate youth 
from a closet, as the woman might have ex- 
pected. To the left was a green baize door, 
outlined with brass-studded rivets like a 
cheerful coffin-lid, and bearing the mortuary 
inscription, " Private." This he pushed 
open, and entered the Mayor's private 
office. 

The mimicipal dignitary of San Francisco, 
although an erect, soldier-like man of strong 
middle age, was seated with his official chair 
tilted back against the wall and kept in po- 
sition by his feet on the rungs of another, 
which in turn acted as a support for a sec- 
ond man, who was seated a few feet from 
him in an easy-chair. Both were lazily 
smoking.- 

The Mayor took the card from his secre- 
tary, glanced at it, said '^ Hullo I" and 
handed it to his companion, who read aloud 
^^Eate Howard," and gave a prolonged 
whistle. 

*^ Where is she ? " asked the Mayor. 

" In the anteroom, sir." 

" Any one else there ? " 

" No, sir." 

^ Did you say I was engaged 7" 



^r 
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^ Yes, m ; bat it appears die aaked Sam 
who was with yon, and when he told her, 
she said. All xig^ she wanted to see Col- 
onel Pendleton too." 

The men glanced intenogatiTely at each 
other, hot Colonel Pendleton, ahrnptfy an- 
ticipating the Mayor^s foncticns, said, 
*^Have her in," and nrttlfd ^JnuuAf badk 
in his chair. 

A moment later die door opened, and the 
stranger appeared* As she dosed the door 
behind her she lemoved her heavy veil, and 
displayed the face of a veiy handsome 
woman of past thirty. It is only neccasai y 
to add diat it was a £aoe known to the two 
men, and all San Franciseo. 

*" Wen, Kate," said the M^or, motioning 
to a ehair, but without rising or changing 
his attitnde '^Here I am, and here is 
Ccdond Pendleton, and these are office 
hoozs. Whatcan wedo£or yon?" 

If he had lecOTed her with magisterial 
formality, or even politdy, she would have 
been einl i ar r aaoe d, in ipite of a cprtain bdd- 
ness of her dark eyes and an ever present 
ecmsdoosnesB of her power. It is possiUe 
that his own ease and that of his co mpani on 
was part of thdr instinctive good natnre and 
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perception. She accepted it as such, took 
the chair familiarly, and seated herself side- 
ways upon it, her right arm half encircling 
its back and hanging over it ; altogether an 
easy and not ungraceful pose. 

" Thank you, Jack — I mean, Mr. Mayor 
o^and you, too, Harry. I came on busi* 
ness. I want you two men to act as guar- 
dians for my little daughter/' 

*^ Your what ? " asked the two men simul- 
taneously. 

"My daughter," she repeated, with a 
short laugh, which, however, ended with a 
note of defiance. "Of course you don't 
know. Well," she added half aggressively, 
and yet with the air of hurrying over a com- 
promising and inexplicable weakness, " the 
long and short of it is I Ve got a little girl 
down at the Convent of Santa Clara, and 
have had — there I I've been taking care 
of her — good care, too, boys — for som^ 
time. And now I want to put things square 
for her for the future. See? I want to 
make over to her all my property — it's 
nigh on to seventy-five thousand dollars, for 
Bob Snelling put me up to getting those 
water lots a year ago — and, you see, I'll 
have to have regular guardians, trustees, or 
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whatever yoa eall 'eni^ to take care of the 
money for her." 

"* Wlio 'a her father?'* ashed the Mayor. 

'^ What 'a that to do with it?" she aaid 
impetaonsly. 

«« £ verydnng ^- beeanae he's her natural 
guardian." 

^^Snppose he isn't known? Say dead, 
for instance." 

Dead will do," said Ihe Mayor gravely. 
Yes, dead will do," repeated Cokmel Pen- 
dleton. After a panse, in whieh the two 
men seemed to have Varied this vagoe rel- 
atiYe, the Mayor looked keenly at ttm 






^ Kate, have yon and Bob Badl^ had a 
qaarrd?" 

^ Bob Bidley knows too mndi to qoarrel 
with me," she said briefly. 

** Then yon are doing this for no mottre 
other than that whidi yoa ten me? " 

** Certainly. That's motiTB enough— 
ain't it?" 

<«Tea." The M^or todc his feet off his 
companion's diair and sat vpright. CA' 
onel Pendleton did the same, also remoring 
his cigar from his lipa. ^ I si^pose yon 11 
diink this tiling orer? " he added. 
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office. Here, however, he did not stand on 
his head or call out a confederate youth 
from a closet, as the woman might have ex- 
pected. To the left was a green baize door, 
outlined with brass-studded rivets like a 
cheerful coffin-lid, and bearing the mortuary 
inscription, " Private.'^ This he pushed 
open, and entered the Mayor's private 
office. 

The mimicipal dignitary of San Francisco, 
although an erect, soldier-like man of strong 
middle age, was seated with his official chair 
tilted back against the wall and kept in po- 
sition by his feet on the rungs of another, 
which in turn acted as a support for a sec- 
ond man, who was seated a few feet from 
him in an easy-ohair. Both were lazily 
smoking. ^ 

The Mayor took the card from his secre- 
tary, glanced at it, said ^^ Hullo I" and 
handed it to his companion, who read aloud 
^^Kate Howard," and gave a prolonged 
whistle. 

^^ Where is she ? " asked the Mayor. 

" In the anteroom, sir." 

" Any one else there ? " 

"No, sir." 

" Did you say I was engaged ? " 
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"Te8,ar; bat WuppmuAeaAutimm 
vbo was with you, and wbs fe adii kc*, 
she said. All right, she wwataA to «» Cai 
onel Pendleton too." 

The men glanced iniempAK^ tt «Mi 
other, but Cobnel PendletoK, iiliiii|tflr «» 
tioipating the Mayor's bmsUgmm, aU, 
** Have her in," and setOed UBitf iaA 
in his ohair> 

A moment later the door ofawA, aai Ai 
stranger appeared. As she danfl Ac Jmi 
behind her she removed her faeavf -phL ^iJ 
disjdayed the faoe of a vcty kaaJM^ 
woman of past thirty. It is aatg^ aecmai^ 
to add that it was a &ce knows to tfe Mn 
men, and all San Franciseo. 

" Well, Kate," said the M^oc, aafi^i^ 
to a chair, but without rising or < 
his attitude. " Hrae I am, and W 
Colonel Pendleton, and these son 
hours. What can we do for jobT" 

If he had received her witk i 
formality, or even politely, afae ^fcmid int 
been embarrassed, in spite of a> « 
ness of her dark eyes and 
oonBcionsnesB of ber power. It i 
that his own ease and lh^ t& ^i* « 
was part of their instinctiwe ^■h 
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perception. She accepted it as such, took 
the chair familiarly, and seated herself side- 
ways upon it, her right arm half encircling 
its back and han^ng over it ; altogether an 
easy and not ungraceful pose. 

^^ Thank you, Jack — I mean, Mr. Mayor 
— and you, too, Harry* I came on busi* 
ness. I want you two men to act as guar- 
dians for my little daughter." 

^ Your what ? " asked the two men simul- 
taneously. 

^^My daughter," she repeated, with a 
short laugh, which, however, ended with a 
note of defiance. **0f course you don't 
know. Well," she added half aggressively, 
and yet with the air of hurrying over a com- 
promising and inexplicable weakness, *^ the 
long and short of it is I 've got a little girl 
down at the Convent of Santa Clara, and 
have had— -there I I've been taking care 
of her — good care, too, boys — for som^ 
time. And now I want to put things square 
for her for the future. See? I want to 
make over to her all my property — it's 
nigh on to seventy-five thousand dollars, for 
Bob Snelling put me up to getting those 
water lots a year ago — and, you see, I'll 
have to have regular guardians, trustees, or 
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** Yes, sir ; but it appears she asked Sam 
who was with yoa, and when he told her, 
she said. All right, she wanted to see Col- 
onel Pendleton too." 

The men glanced interrogatively at each 
other, bat Colonel Pendleton, abruptly an- 
ticipating the Mayor's functions, said, 
^^Have her in,'* and settled himself back 
in his chair. 

A moment later the door opened, and the 
stranger appeared. As she closed the door 
behind her she removed her heavy veil, and 
displayed the face of a very handsome 
woman of past thirty. It is only necessary 
to add that it was a face known to the two 
men, and all San Franciseo. 

*^ Well, Kate,'* said the Mayor, motioning 
to a chair, but without rising or changing 
his attitude. **Here I am, and here is 
Colonel Pendleton, and these are office 
hours. What can we do for you? " 

If he had received her with magisterial 
formality, or even politely, she would have 
been embarrassed, in spite of a certain bold- 
ness of her dark eyes and an ever present 
consciousness of her power. It is possible 
that his own ease and that of his companion 
was part of their instinctive good nature and 
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perception. She accepted it as such, took 
the chair familiarly, and seated herself side- 
ways npon it, her right arm half encircling 
its back and hanging over it ; altogether an 
easy and not ungracefnl pose. 

" Thank you, Jack — I mean, Mr. Mayor 
— and you, too, Harry. I came on busi* 
ness. I want you two men to act as guar- 
dians for my little daughter." 

^ Your what ? " asked the two men simul- 
taneously. 

^*My daughter," she repeated, with a 
short laugh, which, however, ended with a 
note of defiance. '^Of course you don't 
know. Well," she added half aggressively, 
and yet with the air of hurrying over a com- 
promising and inexplicable weakness, *^ the 
long and short of it is I We got a little girl 
down at the Convent of Santa Clara, and 
have had — there I I've been taking care 
of her — good care, too, boys — for som^ 
time. And now I want to put things square 
for her for the future. See? I want to 
make over to her all my property — it's 
nigh on to seventy-five thousand dollars, for 
Bob Snelling put me up to getting those 
water lots a year ago — and, you see, I'll 
have to have regular guardians, trustees, or 
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whatever you call 'em, to take care of the 
money for her." 

'' Who 's her father ? " asked the Mayor. 

''What's that to do with it?" she said 
impetuously. 

'' Everydiing — because he 's her natural 
guardian." 

''Suppose he isn't known? Say dead, 
for instance." 

" Dead will do," said the Maycnr gravely. 
^' Yes, dead will do," repeated Colonel Pen- 
dleton. After a pause, in which the two 
men seemed to have buried this vague rel- 
ative, the Mayor looked keenly at the 
woman. 

" Kate, have you and Bob Bidley had a 
quarrel ? " 

" Bob Bidley knows too much to quarrel 
with me," she said briefly. 

" Then you are doing this for no motive 
other than that which you tell me ? " 

"Certainly. That's motive enough — 
ain't it?" 

" Yes." The Mayor took his feet off his 
companion's chair and sat upright. Col- 
onel Pendleton did the same, also removing 
his cigar from his lips. " I suppose you 'U 
think this thing over ? " he added. 
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"No — I want it done now — right here 
— in this office.'* 

" But you know it will be irrevocable." 

"That's what I want it — something 
might happen afterwards." 

"But you are leaving nothing for your- 
self, and if you are going to devote every- 
thing to this daughter and lead a different 
life, you '11" — 

"Who said I was?" 

The two men paused, and looked at her. 

" Look here, boys, you don't understand. 
From the day that paper is signed, I've 
nothing to do with the child. She passes 
out of my hands into yours, to be schooled, 
educated, and made a rich girl out of — 
and never to know who or what or where 
/am. She doesn't know now. I haven't 
given her and myself away in that style — 
you bet I She thinks I 'm only a friend. 
She hasn't seen me more than once or 
twice, and not to know me again. Why, I 
was down there the other day, and passed 
her walking out with the Sisters and the 
other scholars, and she did n't know me — 
though one of the Sisters did. But they 're 
mum — they are, and don't let on. Why, 
now I think of it, you were down there, 
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Jack, premding in big style as Mr. Mayor 
at the exercises. You must have noticed 
her. Little thing, about nine — lot of hair, 
the same color as mine, and brown eyes. 
White and yellow sash. Had a necklace 
on of real pearls I gave her. I bought them, 
you understand, myself at Tucker's — gave 
two hundred and fifty dollars for them — 
and a big bouquet of white rosebuds and 
lilacs I sent her." 

*' I remember her now on llie platform," 
said ^be Mayor gravely. *^ So that is your 
child?" 

^ You bet — no slouch either. But that 's 
neither here nor there. What I want now 
is you and Ebrry to look after her and her 
property the same as if I did n't Uve. More 
than that, as if I had never lived. I've 
come to you two boys, because I reckon 
you 're square men and won't give me avray. 
But I want to fix it even firmer than that. 
I want you to take hold of this trust not as 
Jack Hammersley, but as ^% Mayor of San 
Frcrndsco I And when you make way for 
a new Mayor, he takes up the trust by vir- 
tue of his office, you see, so there 's a trustee 
all along. I reckon there '11 always be a San 
Francisco and always a Mayor — at least till 
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the oliild 'a of age ; and it gives her from the 
start a father, and a pretty big one too. Of 
course the new man is n't to know the why 
and wherefore of this. It 's enough for him 
to take on that duty with his others, with- 
out asking questions. And he 's only got to 
invest that money and pay it out as it's 
wanted, and consult Harry at times." 

The two men looked at each other with 
approving intelligence. "But have you 
thought of a successor for me^ in case some- 
body shoots me on sight any time in the 
next ten years?" asked Pendleton, with a 
gravity equal to her own. 

" I reckon, as you 're President of the 
El Dorado Bank, you '11 make that a part 
of every president's duty too. You'll get 
the directors to agree to it, just as Jack 
here will get the Common Council to make 
it the Mayor's business." 

The two men had risen to their feet, and, 
after exchanging glances, gazed at her si* 
lently. Presently the Mayor said : — 

" It can be done, Kate, and we 'U do it 
for you — eh, Harry?" 

" Count me in," said Pendleton, nodding. 

" But you '11 want a third man." 

•*What's that for?" 
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^The castiiig vote in caae of any di& 
onlty.' 

The woman's face f elL ^ I reckoned to 
keep it a secret with only you two/' she 
said half bitterly. 

**No matter. Well find some one to 
act, or yon 11 think of somebody and let ns 
know." 

^ But I wanted to finish this thing n^tit 
here," she said impatiently. She was silent 
for a moment, with her arched black brows 
knitted. Then she said abmptly,^ Who's 
that smart little diap that let me in? He 
looks as if he might be trusted." 

^That's Paul Hathaway, my secretary. 
He's sensible, bat too yonng. Stop I I 
don't know about thaL There's no l^;al 
age necessary, and he 's got an awfully old 
head on him," said the Mayor thoughtfully. 

^ And / say his youth 's in his favor," 
said Colonel Pendleton, promptly. ^ He 's 
been brought up in San Francisoo, and he's 
got no d — d old-fashioned Eastern notions 
to get rid of, and will drop into this as a 
matter of business, without prying about or 
wondering. J*ll serve with him." 

^ Can him in I " said the woman* 

He came. Very luminous of ^e, and 
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composed of lip and brow. Yet with the 
same suggestion of ^^ making believe " very 
much, as if to offset the possible munching 
of forbidden cakes and apples in his own 
room, or the hidden presence of some still 
in his pocket. 

The Mayor explained the case briefly, but 
with business-like precision. ^^Your duty, 
Mr. Hathaway," he concluded, *' at present 
will be merely nominal and, above all, con- 
fidentiaL Colonel Pendleton and myself 
will set the thing going." As the youth — 
who had apparently taken in and ^^ illumi- 
nated" the whole subject with a single 
bright-eyed glance — bowed and was about: 
to retire, as if to relieve himself of his real 
feelings behind the door, the woman stopped 
him with a gesture. 

" Let 's have this thing over now," she 
said to the Mayor. ^^You draw up some- 
thing that we can all sign at once." She 
fixed her eyes on Paul, partly to satisfy her 
curiosity and justify her pLdUectiou for 
him, and partiy to detect him in any overt 
act of boyishness. But the youth simply 
returned her glance with a cheerful, easy 
prescience, as if her past lay clearly open 
before him. For some minutes there was 



ual. a^i-^i ■* - - - - - .^ —J -^ , ■ ^an 
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only tiie rapid scratcbing of the Mayor's 
pen over the paper. Suddenly he stopped 
And looked up. 

" What 's her name ? •' 

^' She must n't have mine/' said the wo- 
man quickly. ^* That 's a part of my idea. 
I give that up with the rest. She must 
take a new name that gives no hint of me. 
Think of one, can't you, you two men? 
Something that would kind of show that she 
was the daughter of the city, you know." 

^ You could n't call her ' Santa Francisca,' 
eh?" said Colonel Pendleton, doubtingly. 

*^ Not much," said the woman, with a se- 
riousness that defied any ulterior insinuation. 

^Nor ChrysopoUnia?" said the Mayor, 
musingly. 

*^ But that 's only 2^ first name. She must 
have a &mily name," said the woman im- 
patiently. 

^Can you think of something, Paul?" 
said the Mayor, appealing to Hathaway. 
^You're a great reader, and later from 
your classics than I am." The Mayor, 
albrit practical and Western, liked to be 
osfeentafcionsly f oigetful of his old Alma 
Mater, EEarvard, on occasions. 

'^How would Yerba Btiena do, sir 7 " re- 
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sponded the yoath gravely. ^' It 's the old 
Spanish title of the first settlement here. It 
comes from the name that Father Jonipero 
Serra gave to the pretty litde vine that 
grows wild over the sandhills, and means 
* good herb.' He called it ^ A balm for tha 
wounded and sore.' " 

** For the womided and sore ? " repeated 
the woman slowly. 

^ That 's what they say/' responded Hath- 
away* 

**Yoa ain't playing ns, eh?" she said, 
with a half langh that, however, scarcely 
carved the open month with which she had 
been regarding the young secretary. 

" No," said the Mayor, horriedly. " It 's 
true. I've often heard it. And a capital 
name it would be for her too. Yerha the 
first name. Buena the second. She could 
be caUed Miss Buena when she grows up." 

** Yerba Buena it is," she said suddenly. 
Then, indicating the youth with a slight toss 
of her handsome head, '* His head 's level 
—you can see that." 

There was a silence again, and the scratch- 
ing of the Mayor's pen continued. Colonel 
Pendleton buttoned up his coat, pulled his 
long moustache into shape, slightiiy arranged 
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street vithont knowing 

iving yon pointed oat 

■i should avoid? Are 

'.t yonr eyes and ears 

it yoa ntay hear of her 

in happy, rich, respeo- 

I'ss — perhaps the wife 

? Are yoa ready to ac- 

vor Imow -^that no one 

'i:tt you had any share in 

'' that if you shonld ever 

•\i3 shall bold it onr duty 

nil the man who takes it 

:' and the slanderer of an 

.. came here for," she said 
"iliiig them curiously, and 
1 hand up and down the 
]- chair, she added, with a 
it are you playia' me for, 

ulonel Pendleton, without 

■ you ready to know that 
iction you will be power- 

: that a stronger will take 

■ h.'.lsldo; that as she has 
iwh'.ii you ^hcwill diewith- 
'.■ir, ur tliat if through any 
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Slie liad lialf risen &om lier clair when 
he began, bnt fell back again in her former 
position and looked impatifaifly from him to 
Ms oangMmioii, nho w9b also regarding her 
eamesdy. 

^ What are you tafldng about 7 ** die said 
shaxply. 

*Tou, Este," said tbe Mayor. ^Ton 
hare given ererydung yon possess to tiiis 
child. What proviaom have yon made for 
yourself?'' 

^ Do I look plsyed out ? " Ae said, &dng 
them. 

She certainly did not look like anything 
but a strong, handscnne, lescdote woman; 
bat the men did not reply. 

^That is not all, Kate," eontimied Ihe 
Mayor, folding lus arms and looking down 
npon h^. ^EbiTe yon Ihoaght what this 
means ? It is the complete renunciation not 
cmly of any chdm bat any interest in yoor 
child. That is what yon have jost signed, 
and what it will be oar duty now to keep 
you to. From this moment we stand be- 
tween yon and her, as we stand between h^ 
and tiie world. Are yoa ready to see her 
grow np away from yon, losing even the lit- 
tle recollection she has had of yoar kindness 
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«— passing yoa in the street without knowing 
joo, perhaps even having you pointed out 
to her as a person she shoold avoid ? Are 
you prepared to shat yoor eyes and ears 
henceforth to all that yoa may hear of her 
new life, when she is happy, rich, respec- 
table, a ooorted heiress — perhaps the wife 
of some great man ? Are yoa ready to ac- 
cept that she will never know — that no one 
will ever know — that yoa had any share in 
making her so, and that if you should ever 
breathe it abroad we shall hold it oar duty 
to deny it, and brand the man who takes it 
ap for yoa as a liar and the slanderer of an 
honest girl?" 

^^ That 's what I came here for," she said 
curtly ; then, regarding them curiously, and 
running her ringed hand up and down the 
railed back of her chair, she added, with a 
half laugh, ^ What are you playin' me for, 
boys?" 

" But," said Colonel P^idleton, without 
heeding her, " are you ready to know that 
in sickness or affliction you will be power- 
less to help her; that a stranger will take 
your place at her bedside; that as she has 
lived without knowing you she will die with- 
out that knowledge, or that if through any 



18 A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 

weakness of years it came to her then, it 
would embitter her last thoughts of earth 
and, dying, she would curse you? " 

The smile upon her half-open mouth still 
fluttered around it, and her curved fingers 
still ran up and down the rails of the chair- 
back as if they were the cords of some mute 
instrument, to which she was trying to give 
voice. Her rings once or twice grated upon 
them as if she had at times gripped them 
closely. But she rose quickly when he 
paused, said ^^Yes," sharply, aod put the 
chair back against the wall. 

*^ Then I will send you copies of this to- 
morrow, and take an assignment of the prop- 
erty." 

**IVe got the check here for it now," 
she said, drawing it from her pocket and 
laying it upon the desk. *^ There, I reckon 
that 's finished. Good-by I " 

The Mayor took up his hat. Colonel Pen- 
dleton did the same ; both men preceded her 
to the door, and held it open with grave po- 
liteness for her to pass. 

^^ Where are you boys going ? " she asked, 
glancing from the one to the other. 

^^ To see you to your carriage, Mrs. How- 
ard," said the Mayor, in a voice that had be- 
come somewhat deeper. 
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" Through the whole building ? Past all 
the people in the hall and on the stairs? 
Why, I passed Dan Stewart as I came in." 

^* If you will allow us ? " he said, turning 
half appealing to Colonel Pendleton, who, 
without speaking, made a low bow of as- 
sent. 

A slight flush rose to her face — the first 
and only change in the even healthy color 
she had shown during the interview. 

** I reckon I won't trouble you, boys, if 
it 's all the same to you," she said, with her 
half-strident laugh. *' You might n't mind 
being seen — but / would — Good-by." 

She held out a hand to each of the men, 
who remained for an instant silently holding 
them. Then she passed out of the door, 
slipping on her close black veil as she did 
so with a half-funereal suggestion, and they 
saw her tall, handsome figure fade into the 
shadows of the long corridor. 

"Paul," said the Mayor, reentering the 
office and turning to his secretary, " do you 
know who that woman is ? " 

"Yes, sir." 

" She 's one in a million ! And now f oiw 
get that you have ever seen her." 



CHAPTER L 

The principal parlor of the New Golden 
Grate Hotel in San Francisco, fairly reported 
by the local press as being " truly palatial " 
in its appointments, and unrivaled in its 
upholstery, was, nevertheless, on August 5, 
1860, of that startling newness that checked 
any familiarity, and evidently had produced 
some embarrassment on the limbs of four 
visitors who had just been ushered into its 
glories. After hesitating before one or two 
gorgeous fawn-colored brocaded easy-chairs 
of appalling and spotless virginity, one of 
them seated himself despairingly on a tete- 
a-tete sofa in marked and painful isolation, 
while another sat uncomfortably upright on 
a sofa. The two others remained standing, 
vaguely gazing ^t the ceiling, and exchan- 
ging ostentatiously admiring but hollow re- 
marks about the furniture in unnecessary 
whispers. Yet they were apparently men 
of a certain habit of importance and small 
authority, with more or less critical attitude 
iu tlieir speech. 
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To Asm pnomtly entered ft young man 
of nboot fife-«nd4wemljy, with lemaikably 
biig^ and nngnhurly aympathetie eyee. 
Himng swept tbe group in a emiling glance, 
lie wngied cot tbe kmefy oeciq[uer of the 
tete«4ete, and moyed pleasantly towards 
him. The man rose instantly with an eagei 
gratified look. 

*" Well, Paul, I didn't allow yoa'd le- 
monber tne. It*s a matter of foor yean 
sineewemetatMaiysviDe. Andnowyoo're 
bdn' a great man yon 'tb '* — 

ao one eoold have known from the young 
man's smiling face that he really had not 
teoogniaed his visitor at first, and that his 
g re etin g was only an exhibition of one of 
tiiose happy instincts for which he was re- 
maikaUe. Bat| following the dew suggested 
by his viflitor, he was aUe to say piomptly 
andgajly: — 

** I don't know why I should forget Tony 
Shear or the MaiysyiDe boys," turning with 
a half -confiding smile to the other visitorSi 
wiiO| after the human fashion, were begin- 
ning to be resentfully impatient of this spe- 
cial attention. 

*^ Wen, no,— fiv I've alios said that you 
took your first start from MarysYiUe. But 
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I \e brought a few friends of our party that 
I reckoned to introduce to you. Cap'n 
Stidger, Chairman of our Central Commit- 
tee, Mr. Henry J. Hoskins, of the firm of 
Hoskins and Bloomer, and Joe Slate, of the 
^ Union Press,' one of our most promising 
journalists. Gentlemen," he continued, sud- 
denly and without warning lifting his voice 
to an oratorical plane in startling contrast 
to his previous unaffected utterance, ^^I 
need n't say that this is the Honorable Paul 
Hathaway, the youngest state senator in the 
Legislature. You know his record ! " Then, 
recovering the ordinary accents of humanity, 
he added, " We read of your departure last 
night from Sacramento, and I thought we 'd 
come early, afore the crowd." 

" Proud to know you, sir," said Captain 
Stidger, suddenly lifting the conversation to 
the platform again. '^ I have followed your 
career, sir. I've read your speech, Mr. 
Hathaway, and, as I was telling our mutual 
friend, Mr. Shear, as we came along, I don't 
know any man that could state the real party 
issues as squarely. Your castigating exposi- 
tion of so-called Jeffersonian principles, and 
your relentless indictment of the resolutions 
of '98, were — were " — coughed the cap- 
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tain, dropping into conversation again—- 
*^ were the biggest thing out. You have only 
to signify the day, sir, that you will address 
us, and I can promise you the largest audi- 
ence in San Francisco." 

^^ I 'm instructed by the proprietor of the 
* Union Press,'" said Mr. Slate, feeling for 
his notebook and pencil, ^^ to ofiEer you its 
columns for any explanations you may de- 
sire to make in the form of a personal letter 
or an editorial in reply to the ^ Advertiser's ' 
strictures on your speech, or to take any in* 
formation you may have for the benefit of 
our readers and the party." 

"If you are ever down my way, Mr. 
Hathaway," said Mr. Hoskins, placing a 
large business card in Hathaway's hand, 
" and will drop in as a friend, I can show 
you about the largest business in the way of 
canned provisions and domestic groceries in 
the State, and give you a look around Bat- 
tery Street generally. Or if you'll name 
your day, I 've got a pair of 2.35 Blue Grass 
horses that '11 spin you out to the Cliff House 
to dinner and back. I've had Governor 
Fiske, and Senator Doolan, and that big 
English capitalist who was here last year, 
and they — well, sir, — they were pleased 1 
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Or if you 'd like to see the town — if this 
is your first visit — I'm a hand to show 
you." 

Nothing could exceed Mr. Hathaway's 
sympathetic acceptance of their courtesies, 
nor was there the least affectation in it. 
Thoroughly enjoying his fellowmen, even in 
their foibles, they found him irresistibly at- 
tractive. ^^I lived here seven years ago," 
he said, smiling, to the last speaker. 

" When the water came up to Montgom- 
ery Street," interposed Mr. Shear, in a 
hoarse but admiring aside. 

"When Mr. Hammersley was mayor," 
continued Hathaway. 

" Had an official position — private sec- 
retary — afore he was twenty," explained 
Shear, in perfectly audible confidence. 

" Since then the city has made great 
strides, leaping full-grown, sir, in a single 
night," said Captain Stidger, hastily ascend- 
ing the rostrum again with a mixed meta- 
phor, to the apparent concern of a party of 
handsomely dressed young ladies who had 
recently entered the parlor. "Stretching 
from South Park to Black Point, and run- 
ning back to the Mission Dolores and the 
Presidio, we are building up a metropolis, 
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sir, worthy to be placed .beside the Golden 
Gate that opens to the broad Pacific and the 
shores of far Cathay I When the Pacific 
Railroad is built we shall be the natural 
terminus of the Pathway of Nations ! " 

Mr. Hathaway's face betrayed no con- 
sciousness tibat he had heard sometiing like 
this eight years before, and that much of it 
had come true, as he again sympathetically 
responded. Nkther ^ J aLntion 1 
tracted by a singular similarity which the 
attitude of the group of ladies on the other 
side of the parlor bore to that of his own 
party. They were clustered around one of 
their own number — a strikiug-looking girl 
— who was apparently receiving their min- 
eled flatteries and caresses with a youthful 

enough, was not unlike his own. It was evi- 
dent also that an odd sort of rivalry seemed 
to spring up between the two parties, and 
that, in proportion as Hathaway's admirers 
became more marked and ostentatious in 
their attentions, the supporters of the young 
girl were equally effusive and enthusiastic 
in their devotion. As usual in such cases, 
the real contest was between the partisans 
themselves; each successive demonstration 
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on either side was provocative or retaliatory, 
and when they were apparently rendering 
homage to their idols they were i-eally dis- 
tracted by and listening to each other. At 
last, Hathaway's party being reinforced by 
fresh visitors, a tall brunette of the opposi- 
tion remarked in a professedly confidential 
but perfectly audible tone : — 

^^ Well, my dear, as I don't suppose you 
want to take part in a political caucus, per- 
haps we 'd better return to the Ladies' Bou- 
doir, unless there 's a committee sitting there 
too." 

^^ I know how valuable your time must be, 
as you are all business men," said Hatha- 
way, turning to his party, in an equally au- 
dible tone ; *' but before you go, gentlemen, 
you must let me offer you a little refresh- 
ment in a private room," and he moved nat- 
urally towards the door. The rival fair, who 
had already risen at their commander's sug- 
gestion, here paused awkwardly over an em- 
barrassing victory. Should they go or stay ? 
The object of their devotion, however, turned 
curiously towards Hathaway. For an in- 
stant their eyes met. The young girl turned 
carelessly to her companions and said, ^^ No ; 
stay here — it 's the public parlor ; " and her 
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followers, evidently aocustomed to her au- 
thority, sat down again. 

^^ A galaxy of young ladies from the Con- 
vent of Santa Clara, Mr. Hathaway," ex- 
plained Captain Stidger, naively oblivious of 
any discourtesy on their part, as he followed 
Hathaway's glance and took his arm as they 
moved away. ^^ Not the least of our treas- 
ures, sir. Most of them daughters of pio- 
neers — and all Calif ornian bred and edu- 
cated. Connoisseurs have awarded them 
the palm, and declare that for Grace, Intel- 
ligence, and Woman's Highest Charms the 
East cannot furnish their equal I " Having 
delivered this Parthian compliment in an 
oratorical passage through the doorway, the 
captain descended, outside, into familiar 
speech. ^' But I suppose you will find that 
out for yourself if you stay here long. San 
Francisco might furnish a fitting bride to 
California's youngest senator." 

*^ I am afraid that my stay here must be 
brief, and limited to business," said Hathar 
way, who had merely noticed that the prin- 
cipal girl was handsome and original-look- 
ing. ^^ In fact, I am here partly to see an 
' old acquaintance — Colonel Pendleton." 

The three men looked at each other ov 



28 A WARD or TEE GOLDEN GATE. 

rionsly. ^ Oli ! Hany Pendletaii," said Mr. 
Hoskins, incrediiloiialy. *^ Yoa don't know 
Aim?" 

^^An old pioneeer — of course," inter- 
posed Shear, explanatorily and apologeti- 
cally. ^^Why, in Paul's time the colonel 
was a big man here." 

*^I understand the colonel has been un- 
fortuuate," said Hathaway, gravely ; ^^ but 
in my time he was President of the £1 Do* 
rado Bank." 

^^And the bank hasn't got through its 
settlement yet," said Hoskins. ^^ I hope you 
ain't expecting to get anything out of it ? '' 

^' No," said Hathaway, smiling ; ^^ I was a 
boy at that time, and lived up to my salary. 
I know nothing of his bank difficulties, but 
it always struck me that Colonel Pendleton 
was himself an honorable man." 

^^ It ain't that," said Captain Stidger, en- 
ergetically, "but the trouble with Harry 
Pendleton is that he has n't grown with the 
State, and never adjusted himseK to it. And 
he won't. He thinks the Millennium was 
between the fall of '49 and the spring of 
'60, and after that everything dropped. He 
belongs to the old days, when a man's sim- 
ple word was good for any amount if yon 
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knew him ; and tbey say that the old bank 
had n't a scrap of paper for half that was 
owing to it. That was all very well, sir, in 
'49 and '50, and — Luck; but it won't do 
for '59 and '60, and — Business I And the 
old man can't see it." 

^^ But he is ready to fight for it now, as in 
the old time," said Mr. Slate, ^^ and that 's 
another trouble with his chronology. He 's 
done more to keep up dueling than any 
other man in the State, and don't know the 
whole spirit of progress and civilization is 
against it." 

It was impossible to tell from Paul Hath- 
away's face whether his sympathy with Col- 
onel Pendleton's foibles or his assent to the 
criticisms of his visitors was the truer. Both 
were no doubt equally sincere. But the 
party was presently engaged in the absorp- 
tion of refreshment, which, being of a purely 
spirituous and exhilarating quality, tended 
to increase their good humor with the host 
till they parted. Even then a gratuitous 
advertisement of his virtues and their own 
intentions in calling upon him was oratori- 
cally voiced from available platforms and 
landings, in the halls and stairways, until it 
was pretty well known throughout the 
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Golden Gate Hotel that the Hon. Mr. Pad 
Hathaway had arrived from Sacramento and 
had received a ^' spontaneous ovation." 

Meantime the object of it had dropped 
into an ea87-<diair by the window of his 
room, and was endeavoring to recall a less 
profitable memory. The process of human 
forgetfulness is not a difficult one between 
the ages of eighteen and twenty-^ix, and 
Paul Hathaway had not only fulfilled the 
Mayor's request by forgetting the particulars 
of a certain transfer that he had witnessed 
in the Mayor's office, but in the year suc- 
ceeding that request, being about to try his 
fortunes in the mountains, he had formally 
constituted Colonel Pendleton to act as his 
proxy in the administration of Mrs. How- 
ard's singular Trust, in which, however, he 
had never participated except yearly to sign 
his name. He was, consequently, somewhat 
astonished to have received a letter a few 
days before from Colonel Pendleton, asking 
him to call and see him regarding it. 

He vaguely remembered that it was eight 
years ago, and eight years had worked con- 
siderable change in the original trustees, 
greatest of all in his superior officer, the 
Mayor, who had died the year following, 
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leaving his trusteeship to his successor in 
office, whom Paul Hathaway had never seen. 
The Bank of El Dorado, despite Mrs. How- 
ard's sanguine belief, had long been in 
bankruptcy, and, although Colonel Pendle- 
ton stiU survived it, it was certain that no 
other president would succeed to his office 
as trustee, and that the function would lapse 
with him. Paul himself, a soldier of for- 
tune, although habitually lucky, had only 
lately succeeded to a profession — if his po- 
litical functions could be so described. Even 
with his luck, energy, and ambition, while 
everything was possible, nothing was secure. 
It seemed, therefore, as if the soulless offi- 
cial must eventually assume the duties of 
the two sympathizing friends who had origi- 
nated them, and had stood in loco parentis 
to the constructive orphan. The mother, 
Mrs. Howard, had disappeared a year after 
the Trust had been made — it was charita- 
bly presumed in order to prevent any com- 
plications that might arise from her presence 
in the country. With these facts before 
him, Paul Hathaway was more concerned in 
wondering what Pendleton could want with 
him than, I fear, any direct sympathy with 
the situation. On the contrary, it appeared: .,.^ 
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to lum more f aToiraUe lor keepiDg tike lecret 
of Mrs. Howard's rdbitionsfaip, wbi^ would 
now die with Cokmel Pendleton and him- 
self ; and iJieze was no danger of any esauy 
tiooal betrayal of it in the ooU official ad- 
ministattion of a man who had xeoeiyed the 
Trust tfaroi:^h Ihe formal hands of snoees- 
fiive predeoesBonu He had foigoiitNi the 
time limited for the gnardiaaship, fanfc the 
pA most soon be of age and off their hands. 
If there had ev^r be^i any romantie or 
ohivabons impressicm left npon his memory 
by the scene in the mayor's office, I fear he 
had put it away with varions other fooHdi 
illusions oi his yonth, to which he now bo- 
lieved he was superior. 

NeyerthelesB, he would see the colonel, 
and at once, and settiie the question. He 
locked at the address, ^ St. Charles HoteL" 
He remembered an old hosteky of that 
name, near the Plaza. Could it be possible 
that it had survived the alterations and im- 
provements of the city? It was an easy 
walk through remembered streets, yet with 
changed shops and houses and faces. When 
he reached the Plaza, scarce recc^nizable in 
its later frontages of bridL and stone, he 
^ lotand the old wooden building still intact^ 
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with its villa-like galleries and verandas in- 
oQngruously aad ostentatiously overlooked 
by two new and aspiring erections on either 
side. For an instant he tried to recall the 
glamour of old days. He remembered when 
his boyish eyes regarded it as the crowning 
work of opulence and distinction; he re- 
membered a ball given there on some public 
occasion, which was to him the acme of so- 
cial brilliancy and display. How tawdry 
and trivial it looked beside those later and 
more solid structures ! How inconsistent 
were those long latticed verandas and bal« 
conies, pathetic record of that first illusion 
of the pioneers that their climate was a 
tropical one! A restaurant and biUiard- 
saloon had aggrandized all of the lower 
story ; but there was still the fanlight, over 
which the remembered title of ^^ St. Charles," 
in gilded letters, was now reinforced by the 
too demonstrative legend, ^^ Apartments and 
Board, by the Day or Week," Was it pos- 
sible that this narrow, creaking staircase had 
once seemed to him the broad steps of Fame 
and Fortune ? On the first landing, a pre- 
occupied Irish servant-girl, with a mop, di- 
rected him to a door at the end of the pas- 
sage, at which he knocked. The door was 
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opened by a grizzled negro servant, who was 
still holding a piece of oily chamois-leather 
in his hand ; and the contents of a dueling- 
case, scattered upon a table in tlie centre of 
the room, showed what had been his occu- 
pation. Admitting Hathaway with great 
courtesy, he said : — 

*^ Marse Harry bin havin' his ole trubble, 
sah, and bin engaged just dis momen' on 
his toylet ; ef yo'll accommodate yo'self on de 
sofa, I inform him yo' is heah." 

As the negro passed into the next room, 
Paul cast a hasty glance around the apart- 
ment. The furniture, originally rich and 
elegant, was now worn threadbare and lus- 
treless. A book -case, containing, among 
other volumes, a few law books — there be- 
ing a vag^e tradition, as Paul remembered, 
that Colonel Pendleton had once been con- 
nected with the law — a few French chairs 
of tarnished gilt, a rifle in the comer, a 
presentation sword in a mahogany case, a 
few classical prints on the walls, and one or 
two iron deed-boxes marked ^^El Dorado 
Bank," were the principal objects. A mild 
flavor of dry decay and methylated spirits 
pervaded the apartment. Yet it was scru- 
pulously clean and well kept, and a few 
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doihes neatly brushed and folded on a chair 
bore witness to the seryant's care. As Paul, 
however, glanced behind the sofa, he was 
concerned to see a coat, which had evidently 
been thrust hurriedly in a comer, with the 
sleeve lining inside out, and a needle and 
thread still sticking in the seam. It struck 
him instantly that this had been the negro's 
occupation, and that the pistol-deaning was 
a polite fiction. 

^' Yo' 'U have to skuse Marse Harry seein' 
yo in bed, but his laig 's pow'f ul bad to-day, 
and he can't stand," said the servant reen- 
tering the room. ^* Skuse me, sah," he 
added in a dignified confidential whisper, 
half closing the door with his hand, ^^ but if 
yo' would n't mind avoidin' 'xcitin' or oon- 
troversical topics in yo' conversation, it would 
be de better fo' him." 

Paul smilingly assented, and the black re- 
tainer, with even more than the usual sol- 
emn ceremonious exaggeration of his race, 
ushered him into the bedroom. It was fur- 
nished in the same faded glory as the sit- 
ting-room, with the exception of a low, iron 
camp-bedstead, in which the tall, soldierly 
figure of Colonel Pendleton, dad in thread- 
bare silk dressing-gown, was stretched. He 



86 A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 

had chaaged in eight years: his hair had 
become gray, and was thinned over the 
snnken temples, bat his iron-gray moustache 
.was still particularly long and well pointed. 
His face bore marks of illness and care; 
there were deep lines down the angle of the 
nostril that spoke of alternate savage out- 
break and repression, and gave his smile a 
sardonic rigidity. His dark eyes, that shone 
with the exaltation of fever, fixed Paul's on 
entering, and widi the tyranny of an invalid 
never left thenu 

"Well, Hathaway?" 

With the sound of that voice Paul felt 
the years slip away, and he was again a boy, 
looking up admiringly to the strong man, 
who now lay helpless before him. He had 
entered the room with a faint sense of sym- 
pathizing superiority and a consciousness of 
having had experience in controlling men. 
But all this fled before Colonel Pendleton^s 
authoritative voice ; even its broken tones 
carried the old dominant spirit of the man, 
and Paul found himself admiring a quality 
in his old acquaintance that he missed in 
his newer friends. 

" I have n't seen you for eight years, 
Hathaway. Come here and let me look at 

you." 
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Paul approached the bedside with boyish 
obedience. Pendleton took his hand and 
gazed at him critically. 

*^ I should have recognized you, sir, for 
all your moustache and your inches. The 
last time I saw you was in Jack Hiimmers- 
ley's office. W^ Jack 's dead, and here I 
am, little better, I reckon. You remember 
Hammersley's house ? " 

^^ Yes,'* said Paul, albeit wondering at the 
question. 

** Something like this, Swiss villa style. I 
remember when Jack put it up. Well, the 
last time I was oat, I passed there. And 
what do you think they 've done to it ? " 

Paul could not imagine. 

" Well, sir,** said the colonel gravely, 
^ they 've changed it into a church missionary 
shop and young men's Christian reading- 
room I But that 's *' progress' and ^ improve- 
ment ' I " He paused, and, slowly with- 
drawing his hand from Paul's, added with 
grim apology, *' You 're young, and belong 
to the new school, perhaps. Well, sir, I 've 
read your speech ; I don't belong to your 
party — mine died ten years ago — but I 
congratulate you. George! Confound it! 
where 's that boy gone ? " 
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The negro indicated by this youthful title, 
although he must have been ten years older 
than his master, after a hurried shuffling in 
the sitting-room eventually appeared at the 
door. 

** George, champagne and materials for 
cocktails for the gentleman. The best^ you 
understand. No new-fangled notions from 
that new barkeeper." 

Paul, who thought he observed a troubled 
blinking in George's eyelid, and referred it 
to a fear of possible excitement for his pa- 
tient, here begged his host not to trouble 
himself — that he seldom took anything in 
the morning. 

"Possibly not, sir; possibly not," returned 
the colonel, hastily. " I know the new 
ideas are prohibitive, and some other blank 
thing, but you 're safe here from your con* 
stituents, and by gad, sir, I shan't force you 
to take it I It 's my custom, Hathaway — an 
old one — played out, perhaps, like all the 
others, but a custom nevertheless, and I 'm 
only surprised that George, who knows it, 
should have forgotten it." 

"Pack is, Marse Harry," said George, 
with feverish apology, " it bin gone 'scaped 
my mind dis mo'nin' in de prerogation ob 
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business, but I 'm goin' now, sbuah ! " and 
be disappeared. 

^* A good boy, sir, but beginning to be 
contaminated. Brought bim here from 
Nashville over ten years ago. Eight years 
ago they proved to him that he was no longer 
a slave, and made him d — d unhappy until 
I promised him it should make no difference 
to him and he could stay. I had to send for 
his wife and child — of course, a dead loss 
of eighteen hundred dollars when they set 
foot in the State — but I 'm blanked if he 
is n't just as miserable with them here, for 
he has to take two hours in the morning and 
three in the afternoon every day to be with 
'em. I tried to get him to take his family 
to the mines and make his fortune, like those 
fellows they call bankers and operators and 
stockbrokers nowadays ; or to go to Oregon 
where they '11 make him some kind of a mayor 
or sheriff — but he won'fc. He collects my 
rents on some little property I have left, and 
pays my bills, sir, and, if this blank civiliza- 
tion would only leave him alone, he'd be a 
good enough boy." 

Paul could n't help thinking that the rents 
George collected were somewhat inconsistent 
with those he was evidently mending when 
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he arrived, but at that moment the jingle ot 
glasses was heard in the sitting-room, and j 

the old negro reappeared at the door. Draw- 
ing himself up with ceremonious courtesy, 
he addressed PauL ^ We'd yo' mind, sah, 
taking a glance at de wine for yo' choice? " 
Paul rose, and followed him into the sitting- 
room, when George carefully closed the door. 
To his surprise Hathaway beheld a tray widi 
two glasses of whiskey and bitters, but no 
wine. *^ Skuse me, sah," said the old man 
with dignified apology, ^^ but de Kernel won't 
have any but de best champagne for hono'ble 
gemmen like yo'self, and I 'se despaired to 
say it can't be got in de house or de sub- 
burbs. De best champagne dat we gives 
visitors is de Widder Glencoe. Wo'd yo' 
mind, sab, for de sake o' not 'xcitin' de Ker- 
nel wid triflin' culinary matter, to say dat 
yo' don' take but de one brand? " 

^* Certainly," said Paul, smiling. ^^I 
really don't care for anything so early;" 
then, returning to the bedroom, he said care- 
lessly, ^^ You '11 excuse me taking the lib- 
erty, colonel, of sending away the champagne 
and contenting myself with whiskey. Even 
the best brand — the Widow Cliquot" — 
with a glance at the gratified George — ^^ I 



A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE, 41 

find rather trying so early in the mom- 
ing." 

^*As you please, Hathaway," said the 
colonel, somewhat stiffly. ^^I dare say 
there 's a new fashion in drinks now, and a 
gentleman's stomach is a thing of the past. 
Then, I suppose, we can spare the boy, as 
this is his time for going hmne. Put that 
tin box with the Trust papers on the bed, 
Greorge, and Mr. Hathaway will excuse your 
waiting." As tiie old serrant made an ex- 
aggerated obeisance to each, Paul remarked, 
as the door closed upon him, ^^ Oeorge cer- 
tainly keeps his style, colonel, in the face of 
the progress you deplore." 

^^ He was always a ^ dandy nigger,' " re- 
turned Pendleton, his face slightly rekxing 
as he glanced after his grizzled henchman, 
"but his exa^cation of ooartesy is a blank 
sight more natural and manly dian the exag- 
geration of discourtesy which your superior 
civilized ' helps ' think is self-respect. The 
excuse of servitude of any kind is it-s spon- 
taneity and a£Pection. When you know a 
man hates yon and serves you from interest, 
you know he 's a cur and you 're a tyrant. 
It's your blank progress that's made me- 
nial service degrading by teaching men to 
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avoid it. Why, sir, when I first arrived here, 
Jack Hammersley and myself took turns as 
oook to the party. I did n't consider myself 
any the worse master for it. But enough of 
this." He paused, and, raising himself on 
his elbow, gazed for some seconds half cau- 
tiously, half doubtfully, upon his companion. 
<^ I 'ye got something to tell you, Hathaway," 
he said, slowly. ^^ You 've had an easy time 
with this Trust; your share of the work 
has n't worried you, kept you awake nights, 
or interfered with your career. I understand 
perfectly," he continued, in reply to Hatha- 
way's deprecating gesture. ^^ I accepted to 
act as your proxy, and I have. I 'm not 
complaining. But it is time that you should 
know what I 've done, and what you may 
still have to do. Here is the record. On 
the day after that interview in the Mayor's 
office, the El Dorado Bank, of which I was, 
and stiU am, president, received seventy-five 
thousand dollars in trust from Mrs. Howard. 
Two years afterwards, on that same day, the 
bank had, by lucky speculations, increased 
that sum to the credit of the trust one hun- 
dred and fifty thousand dollars, or double 
the original capital. In the following year 
the bank suspended payment." 
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CHAPTER n. 

Ik an instant the whole situation and his 
relations to it flashed upon Paul with a ter- 
rible, but almost grotesque, completeness. 
Here he was, at the outset of his career, 
responsible for the wasted fortune of the 
daughter of a social outcast, and saddled 
with her support! He now knew why 
Colonel Pendleton had wished to see him ; 
for one shameful moment he believed he also 
knew why he had been content to take his 
proxy! The questionable character of the 
whole transaction, his own carelessness, 
which sprang from that very confidence and 
trust that Pendleton had lately extolled — 
what wouJdj what could not be made of it I 
He already heard himself abused by his 
opponents — perhaps, more terrible still, 
faintly excused by his friends. All this was 
visible in his pale face and flashing eyes as 
he turned them on the helpless invalid. 

Colonel Pendleton received his look with 
the same critical, half-curious scrutiny that 



44 A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 

had accompanied his speech. At last his 
face changed slightlj, a faint look of disap- 
pointment crossed his eyes, and a sardonic 
smile deepened the lines of his mouth. 

^^ There, sir," he said hnrriedly, as if dis- 
missing an unpleasant reyelation ; ^^ don't 
alarm yourself I Take a drink of that whis- 
key. You look pale. Well ; turn your eyes 
on those walls. You don't see any of that 
money laid out here — do you ? Look at me. 
I don't look like a man enriched with other 
people's money — do I ? WeU, let that con- 
tent you. Every dollar of that Trust fund, 
Hathaway, with all the interests and profits 
that have accrued to it, is ^afe I Every cent 
of it is locked up in government bonds with 
Bothschild's agent. There are the receipts, 
dated a week before the bank suspended. 
But enough of that — that is n't what I asked 
you to come and see me for." 

The blood had rushed back to Paul's 
cheeks uncomfortably. He saw now, as im^ 
pulsively as he had previously suspected his 
co-trustee, that the man had probably ruined 
himself to save the Trust. He stammered 
that he had not questioned the management 
<rf the fund nor asked to withdraw his proxy. 

^ No matter, sir," said the colonel, impa*^ 
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tiently ; ** you had the right, and I suppose," 
he added with half-ooncealed scorn, ^^ it was 
your duty. But let that pass. The money 
is safe enough ; but, Mr. Hathaway, — and 
this is the point I want to discuss with yon, 
— it begins to look as if the secret was safe 
no longer I " He had raised himself with 
some pain and difBculty to draw nearer to 
Paul, and had again fixed his eyes eagerly 
upon him. But Paul's responsive glance 
was so vague that he added quickly, *^ You 
understand, sir; I believe that there are 
hounds — I say hounds I — who would be 
able to blurt out at any moment that that 
girl at Santa Clara is Kate Howard's 
daughter." 

At any other moment Paul might have 
questioned the gravity of any such contin- 
gency, but the terrible earnestness of the 
speaker, his dominant tone, and a certain 
respect which had lately sprung up in his 
breast for him, checked him, and he only 
asked with as much concern as he could 
master for the moment : — 
^* What makes you think so ? " 
^ That 's what I want to tell you, Hatha^ 
way, and how I, and I alone, am responsible 
for it. When the bank was in difficulty and 
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I made op 117 miiid to goaid the Tmsl wi& 
m J own personal and private capital, I knew 
that there migiit be some comment cm mj 
action« It was a delicate matter to diow 
any preference or ezdnsion at soch a mo- 
ment, and I took two or three of my brother 
directors whom I thooght I could trust into 
n^ confidence. I told them the whole story, 
and how the Tmst was sacred. I made a 
tpiiytalrp^ sir," continned Pendleton sard(»- 
ically, ^a graye mistake. I did not take 
into acooont that even in three years ciTili- 
zation and religion had gained ground here. 
There was a hound there — a blank Judas 
in the Trust Well; he didn't see it I 
think be talked Scripture and morality. He 
said something about the wages of sin being 
infamous, and only worthy of confiscation. 
He talked about the sins of the father be- 
ing visited upon, the children, and justly. I 
stopped him. Well ! Do you know what 's 
the matter with my ankle? Look!'* He 
stopped and, with some difficulty and invin- 
cible gravity, throwing aside his dressing- 
gown, tamed down his Btocking, and expoaed 
to Paul's gaze the healed cicatrix of an old 
bullet-wound. ^^ Troubled me damnably near 
a year. Where I hit him — has n't troubled 
him at all since I 
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*^ I think," continued the colonel, falling 
back upon the pillow with an air of relief, 
^ that he told others — of his own kidney, 
«ir, — though it was a secret among gentle- 
men. But they have preferred to be silent 
now — than afterwards. They know that 
I 'm ready. But I can't keep this up long ; 
some time, you know, they 're bound to im- 
prove in practice and hit higher up 1 As 
far as I'm concerned," he added, with a 
grim glance around the faded walls and 
threadbare furniture, ^^it don't mind; but 
mine isn't the mouth to be stopped." He 
paused, and then abruptly, yet with a sudden 
and pathetic dropping of his dominant note, 
said: ^^ Hathaway, you're young, and Ham- 
mersley liked you — what 's to be done ? I 
thought of passing over my tools to you. 
You can shoot, and I hear you hofoe. But 
the h — ^1 of it is that if you dropped a man 
or two people would ask why^ and want to 
know what it was about ; while, when I do, 
nobody here thinks it anything but my way t 
I don't mean that it would hurt you with 
the crowd to wipe out one or two of these 
hounds during the canvass, but the trouble 
is that they belong to your party ^ and," he 
added grimly, *^that wouldn't help your 
career." 



48 A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 

** But," said Paul, ignoring the sarcasm, 
^^ are you not magnifying the effect of a dis- 
closure? The girl is an heiress, excellently 
brought up. Who will bother about the 
antecedents of the mother, who has disap- 
peared, whom she never knew, and who is 
legaUy dead to her? " 

^* In my day, sir, no one who knew the 
circumstances," returned the colonel, quickly. 
^* But we are living in a blessed era of Chris- 
tian retribution and civUized propriety, and 
I believe there are a lot of men and women 
about who have no other way of showing 
their own virtue than by showing up an- 
oAer'svice. We 're in a Lction of ref orm. 
It 's the old drunkards who are always more 
clamorous for total abstinence than the mod- 
erately temperate. I tell you, Hathaway, 
there could n't be an nnluckier moment for 
our secret coming out'* 

*^ But she will be of age soon." 

" In two months.'' 

^^ And sure to marry." 

^^ Marry I " repeated Pendleton, with grim 
irony. " Would you marry.her ? " 

^' That 's another question," said the young 
man, promptly, ^' and one of individual taste ; 
but it does not affect my general belief that 
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she could easily find a husband as good and 
better." 

*^ Suppose she found one before the secret 
is out. Ought he be told ? " 

" Certainly." 

^^ And that would imply telling her f " 

^ Yes," said Paul, but not so promptly. 

^^And you consider that fulfilling the 
promise of the Trust — the pledges exchanged 
with that woman?" continued Pendleton, 
with glittering eyes and a return to his own 
dominant tone. 

^^ My dear colonel," said Paul, somewhat 
less positively, but still smiling, ^^ you have 
made a romantic, almost impossible compact 
with Mrs. Howard that, you yourself are now 
obliged to admit, circumstances may prevent 
your carrying out substantially. You forget, 
also, that you have just told me that you 
have already broken your pledge — under cir- 
cumstances, it is true, that do you honor — 
and that now your desperate attempts to ro- 
trie ve it have failed. Now, I really see noth- 
ing wrong in yonr telling to a presumptive 
well-wisher of the girl what you have told to 
her enemy." 

There was a dead silence. The prostrate 
man uttered a slight groan, as if in paiOf 
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and drew np his leg to change his position. 
After a pause, he said, in a restrained voice, 
^^I differ from you, Mr. Hathaway; but 
enough of this for the present. I have some- 
thing else to say. It will be necessary for 
one of us to go at once to Santa Clara and 
see Miss Yerba Buena." 

^* Good heavens I " said Paul, quicldy. 
**Do you call her thatt " 

^* Certainly, sir. You gave her the name. 
Have you forgotten ? " 

"I only suggested it," returned Paul, 
hopelessly ; " but no matter — go on." 

*^ /cannot go there, as you see," continued 
Pendleton, wiih a weary gesture towards his 
crippled ankle ; ^^ and I should particularly 
like you to see her before we make the joint 
disposition of her affairs with the Mayor, 
two months hence. I have some papers you 
can show her, and I have already written a 
letter introducing you to the Lady Superior 
at the convent, and to her. You have never 
seen her?" 

"No," said Paul. "But of course you 
have?" 

" Not for three years." 

Paul's eyes evidently expressed some won* 
der, for a moment after the colonel addedi 



>-^ ' ^-v^i^fto-- . "" -"\W^ -^^.^^^^^- 



A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 61 

* I believe, Hathaway, I am looked upon as 
a queer surrival of a rather lawless and 
hnproper past. At least, I have thought it 
better not socially to compromise her by my 
presence. The Mayor goes there — at the 
examinations and exercises, I believe, sir; 
they make a sort of reception for him — with 
a — a — banquet — lemonade and speeches/' 

^^ I had intended to leave for Sacramento 
to-morrow night,'' said Paul, glancing cu- 
riously at the helpless man ; ^^ but I will go 
there if you wish." 

" Thank you. It will be better." 

There were a few words of further expla- 
nation of the papers, and Pendleton placed 
the packet in his visitor's hands. Paul rose. 
Somehow, it appeared to him that the room 
looked more faded and forgotten than when 
he entered it, and the figure of the man 
before him more lonely, helpless, and aban- 
doned. With one of his sympathetic im- 
pulses he said : — 

*'I don't like to leave you here alone. 
Are you sure you can help yourself without 
George ? Can I do anything before I go ? " 

*^ I am quite accustomed to it," said Pen- 
dleton, quietly. ^* It happens once or twice 
a year, and when I go out — well -^ I miss 
more than I do here." 
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He took Paul's proffered hand mechanv 
cally, with a slight retam of the critical, 
doubting look he had cast upon him when he 
entered. His voice, too, had quite recovered 
its old dominance, as he said, with half-pa- 
tronizing conventionality, ^^ You '11 have to 
find your way out alone. Let me know how 
you have sped at Santa Clara, will you? 
Good-by." 

The staircase and passage seemed to have 
grown shabbier and meaner as Paul, slowly 
and hesitatingly, descended to the street. 
At the foot of the stairs he paused irresolutely, 
and loitered with a vague idea of turning 
back on some pretense, only that he might 
relieve himself of the sense of desertion. He 
had already determined upon making that 
inquiry into the colonel's personal and 
pecuniary affairs which he had not dared to 
offer personally, and had a half -formed plan 
of testing his own power and popularity in a 
certain line of relief that at once satisfied 
his sympathies and ambitions. Nevertheless, 
after reaching the street, he lingered a mo- 
ment, when an odd idea of temporizing with 
his inclinations struck him. At the farther 
end of the hotel — one of the parasites living 
on its decayed fortunes — was a small barber's 
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shop. By baving his hair trimmed and his 
clothes brushed he could linger a little longer 
beneath .the same^roof with the helpless soli* 
tary, and perhaps come to some conclusion. 
He entered the dean but scantily furnished 
shop, and threw himself into one of the 
nearest chairs, hardly noting that there were 
no other customers, and that a single assist- 
ant, stropping a razor behind a glass door, 
was the only occupant. But there was a 
familiar note of exaggerated politeness about 
the voice of this man as he opened the door 
and came towards the back of the chair with 
the formula : — 

^ Mo'nin', sah I Shall we hab de pleshure 
of shavin' or hah-cuttin' dis mo'nin' ? " Paul 
raised his eyes quickly to the mirror before 
him. It reflected the black face and g^rizzled 
hair of Greorge. 

More relieved at finding the old servant 
still near his master than caring to compre* 
hend the reason, Hathaway said pleasantly, 
^^Well, Greorge, is this the way you look 
after your family ? " 

The old man started ; for an instant his 
full red lips seemed to become dry and ashen, 
the whites of his eyes were suffused and 
^taring, as he met Paul's smiling face in the 
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glass. But almost as quickly he recovered 
himself, and, with a polite but deprecating 
bow, said, — ^ For God sake, sah I I admit 
de sarkumstances is agin me, but de simple 
f ack is dat I 'm temperly occupyin' de place 
of an ole frien', sah, who is called round de 
oomah." 

^^And I'm devilish glad of any fact, 
George, that gives me a chance of having 
my hair cut by Colonel Pendleton's right- 
hand man. So fire away I " 

The gratified smile which now suddenly 
overspread the whole of the old man's face, 
and seemed to quickly stiffen the rugged and 
wrinkled fingers that had at first trembled 
in drawing a pair of shears from a ragged 
pocket, appeared to satisfy Paul's curiosity 
for the present. But after a few moments' 
silent snipping, during which he could detect 
in the mirror some traces of agitation still 
twitching the negro's face, he said with an 
air of conviction : — 

"Look here, George — why don't you 
regularly use your leisure moments in this 
trade ? You 'd make your fortune by your 
taste and skill at it." 

For the next half minute the old man's 
frame shook with silent childlike laughter 
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behind Paul's chair. ^^ Well, Marse Hatha- 
"^^^y* yo's an ole f rien' o' my massa, and a 
gemman yo'self, sah, and a seuetah, and I 
do'an mind tellin' 70' — dat 's jess what I 
bin gone done I It makes a little ready 
money for de ole woman and de chilleren. 
But de Kernel don' no'. Ah, sah I de Ker- 
nel kill me or hisself if he so much as 'spi- 
cioned me. De Kernel is high-toued, sah I 
— bein' a gemman yo'self, yo' understand. 
He would n't heah ob his niggah worken' for 
two massas — for all he 's willen' to lemme 
go and help myse'f. But, Lord bless yo', 
sah, dat ain't in de category ! De Kernel 
could n't get along widout me." 

^^ You collect his rents, don't you?" said 
Paul, quietly. 

" Yes, sah." 

"Much?" 

" Well, no, sah ; not so much as f om'ly, 
sah I Yo' see, de Kernel's prop'ty lies in de 
ole parts ob de town, where de po' white folks 
lib, and dey ain't reg'lar. De Kernel dat 
sof ' in his heart, he dare n' press 'em ; some 
of 'em is ole f o'ty-niners, like hisself, sah ; 
and some is Spanish, sah, and dey is sof 
too, and ain't no more gumption dan chil- 
l^ren, and tink it 's ole time come ag'in, and 
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dey 'b in de ole places like af o' de Mexican 
wah I and dey don' bin payin' noffin\ But 
we gets along, sab, — we gets along, — not 
in de prima fade style, sab I mebbe not in 
de modden way dut de Kernel don't like ; 
but we keeps ourse'f , sab, and has wine fo' 
our friends. Wben yo' come again, sab, 
yo' '11 find de Widder Glenooe on de side- 
board." 

^^ Has tbe colonel many friends bere ? " 
**Mos' de ole ones bin done gone, sab, 
and de Kernel don' cotton to de new. He 
don' mix much in sassiety tiU de bank settle- 
ments bin gone done. Skuse me, sab ! — 
but you don' bappen to know wben dat is ? 
It would be a pow'f ul beap off de Kernel's 
mind if it was done. Bein' a bigb and 
migbty man in committees up dab in Sac- 
ramento, sab, I didn't know but wbat yo' 
migbt know as it might come befo' yo'." 

^* I 'U see about it," said Paul, with an 
odd, abstracted smile. 

^* Shampoo dis momen', sab ? " 
" Nothing more in this line," said Paul, 
rising from his chair, ** but something more, 
perhaps, in the line of your other duties. 
You 're a good barber for the public, George, 
and I don't take back what I said about 



A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 67 

your future ; hut just now I think the colo- 
nel wants all your service. He 's not at all 
welL Take this," he said, putting a twenty- 
dollar gold piece in the astonished servant's 
hand, ^^ and for the next three or four days 
drop the shop, and under some pretext or 
another arrange to be with him. That 
money will cover what you lose here, and as 
soon as the colonel 's all right again you 
can come back to work. But are you not 
afraid of being recognized by some one ? " 

^* No, sah, dat 's just it On'y strwgers 
dat don't know no better come yere." 

'^ But suppose your master should drop 
in ? It 's quite convenient to his rooms." 

^* Marse Harry in a barber-shop I " said 
the old man with a silent laugh. '^ Skuse 
me, sah," he added, with an apologetic mix- 
ture of respect and dignity, ^ but f o' twenty 
years no man hez touched de Kernel's chin 
but myself. When Marse Harry hez to go 
to a barber's shop, it won't make no matter 
who 's dar." 

^^ Let 's hope he will not," said Paul gayly ; 
then, anxious to evade the gratitude which, 
since his munificence, he had seen beaming 
in the old negro's eye and evidently trying 
to find polysyllabic and elevated expression 
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on his lips, lie said Hurriedly, *' I shall ex« 
pect to find you with the colonel when I 
call again in a day or two," and smilingly 
departed. 

At the end of two hours George's barber- 
employer returned to relieve his assistant, 
and, on receiving from him an account and 
a certain percentage of the afternoon's fees 
(minus the gift from Paul), was informed 
by George that he should pretermit his 
attendance for a few days. *^ Udder private 
and personal affairs," explained the old 
negro, who made no social distinction in his 
vocabulary, "peroccupyin' dis niggah's time." 
The head barber^ unwilling to lose a really 
good assistant, endeavored to dissuade him 
by the offer of increased emolument, but 
George was firm. 

As he entered the sitting-room the colonel 
detected his step, and called him in. 

** Another time, George, never allow a 
guest of mine to send away wine. If he 
don't care for it, put it on the sideboard." 

"Yes, sah; but as yo' didn't like it 
yo'self, Marse Harry, and de wine was de 
most 'xpensive quality ob Glencoe " — 

" D — n the expense ! " He paused, and 
gazed searchingly at his old retainer. 
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'^George," he said suddenly, yet in a 
gentle voice, " don't lie to me, or " — in a 
still kinder voice — ^' I '11 flog the black skin 
off you I Listen to me. Ha/oe you got any 
money left?" 

*^'Deed, sah, dere is," said the negro 
earnestly. ^^I'll jist fetch it wid de ac- 
counts." 

"Hold on! I've been thinking, lying 
here, that if the Widow Molloy can't pay 
because she sold out, and that tobacconist is 
ruined, and we 've had to pay the water tax 
for old Bill Soames, the rent last week don't 
amount to much, while there 's the month's 
bill for the restaurant and that blank drug- 
gist's account for lotions and medicines to 
come out of it. It strikes me we 're pretty 
near touching bottom. I've everything I 
want here, but, by God, sir, if I find you 
skimping yourself or lying to me or borrow- 
ing money " — 

*'Yes, Marse Harry, but the Widder 
Molloy done gone and paid up dig afemoon. 
I 'U bring de books and money to prove it;" 
and he hurriedly reentered the sitting-room. 

Then with trembling hands he emptied 
his pockets on the table, including Paul's 
gift and the fees he had just received, and 
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opening a desk-drawer took from it a striped 
cotton handkerchief, such as negro women 
wear on their heads, containing a small 
quantity of silver tied up in a hard knot, and 
a boy's pnrse. This he emptied on the table 
with his own money. 

They were the only rents of Colonel 
Henry Pendleton! They were contributed 
by ^^ George Washington Thomson;" his 
wife, otherwise known as ^^Aunt Dinah," 
washerwoman; and ^^Scipio Thomson," 
their son, aged fourteen, bootblack. It did 
not amount to much. But in that happy 
moisture that dimmed the old man's eyes, 
God knows it looked large enough. 
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CHAPTER m. 

Although the rays of an unclouded sun 
were hot in the Santa Clara roads and by- 
ways, and the dry, bleached dust had become 
an impalpable powder, the perspiring and 
parched pedestrian who rashly sought relief 
in the shade of the wayside oak was speedily 
chilled to the bone by the northwest trade* 
winds that on those August afternoons swept 
through the defiles of the Coast Range, and 
even penetrated the pastoral valley of San 
Jos^. The anomaly of straw hats and over- 
coats with the occupants of buggies and 
station wagons was thus accounted for, and 
even in the sheltered garden of ^^ El Rosario " 
two youDg girls in light summer dresses had 
thrown wraps over their shoulders as they 
lounged down a broad rose-alley at right 
angles with the deep, long veranda of the 
caaa. Yet, in spite of the chill, the old 
Spanish house and gardens presented a lux- 
urious, almost tropical, picture from the 
roadside. Banks, beds, and bowers of roses 
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lent their name and color to tlie grounds; 
tree-like elasters of hanging fuchsias, mound- 
like masses of variegated yerbena, and 
' tangled thickets of ceanothus and spreading 
heliotrope were set in boundaries of vener- 
able olive, fig, and pear trees. The old 
house itself, a picturesque relief to the glaring 
newness of the painted villas along the road, 
had been tastefully modified to suit the 
needs and habits of a later civilization ; the 
galleries of the inner courtyard, or patio^ 
had been transferred to the outside walls in 
the form of deep verandas, while the old 
adobe walls themselves were hidden beneath 
flowing Cape jessamine or bestarred passion 
vines, and topped by roofs of cylindrical red 
tiles. 

^^Miss Yerbal" said a dry, masculine 
voice from the veranda. 

The taller young girl started, and drew 
herself suddenly behind a large Castilian 
rose-tree, dragging her companion with her, 
and putting her finger imperatively upon a 
pretty but somewhat passionate mouth. The 
other girl checked a laugh, and remained 
watching her friend's wickedly leveled brows 
in amused surprise. 

The call was repeated from the veranda. 






'1 



A WARD OF THB GOLDEN GATE, 68 

After a moment's pause there was the sound 
of retreating footsteps, and all was quiet 
again. 

^^Why, for goodness* sake, didn't yoa 
answer, Yerba ? " asked the shorter girL 

^^Oh, I hate him I" responded Yerba. 
*^He only wanted to bore me with his stupid, 
formal, sham-parental talk. Because he's 
my official guardian he thinks it necessary 
to assume this manner towards me when we 
meet, and treats me as if I were something 
between his stepdaughter and an almshouse 
orphan or a police board. It's perfectly 
ridiculous, for it 's only put on while he is in 
office, and he knows it, and I know it, and 
I'm tired of making believe. Why, my 
dear, they change every election ; I 've had 
seven of them, all more or less of this kind, 
since I can remember." 

^^But I thought there were two others, 
dear, that were not official," said her com- 
panion, coaxingly. 

Yerba sighed. ^^ No ; there was another, 
who was president of a bank, but that was 
also to be official if he died. I used to like 
him, he seemed to be the only gentleman 
among them ; but it appears that he is dread- 
fully improper ; shoots people now and then 
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tat nothing at all, and bmsfe np lus bank— - 
and, of ooazse, he's impoaBifale, and, aa 
there *8 no more bank, wlien he dies there'll 
be no more trostee.** 

**And there's the third, yon know — a 
stvangra", who never appears ?" soggested 
the younger giiL 

** And who do yon suppose Kb tnms out to 
be? Do yoQ remember that oonoeited little 
wreteh— that 'Baby Senator,' I think they 
ealled him — who was in the parlor of the 
Golden Grate the other morning sarroonded 
by his idiotic worshipers and toadies and 
ballot-box staffers? Well, if yoo please, 
that 's Mr. Panl Hathaway — the Honorable 
Paul Hathaway, who washed his hands of 
me, my dear, at the beginning I " 

""Bnt really, Yerba, I thought that he 
looked and acted " — 

'' Yon thought <tf nothing at all, Milly,'' 
returned Yerba, with authority. ^I tell 
you he's a mass of conceit. What else 
can yon expect of a Man — toadied and 
fawned upon to that extent? It made me 
sick I I could have just shaken them I " 

As if to emphasize her statement, she 
grasped one of the long willowy branches of 
the enormous rose-bush where she stood, and 
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shook it lightly. The action detached a 
few of the maturer blossoms, and sent down 
a shower of faded pink petals on her dark 
hair and yellow dress. ^^ I can't bear conceit,'' 
she added. 

^^ Oh, Yerba, just stand as you are I I do 
wish the girls could see you. You make the 
loveliest picture I " 

She certainly did look very pretty as she 
«tood there — a few leaves lodged in her 
hair, clinging to her dress, and suggesting 
by reflection the color that her delicate satin 
skin would have resented in its own texture. 
But she turned impatiently away — perhaps 
not before she had allowed this passing vision 
to impress the mind of her devoted adherent 
— and said, *^ Come along, or that dreadful 
man will be out on the veranda again." 

^^ But, if you dislike him so, why did you 
accept the invitation to meet him here at 
luncheon ? " said the curious Milly. 

" / did n't accept ; the Mother Superior 
did for me, because he 's the Mayor of San 
Francisco visiting your tmcle, and she 's al- 
ways anxious to placate the powers that be. 
And I thought he might have some informa- 
tion that I could get out of him. And it 
was better than being in the convent all day. 



06 A WARD OF THE QOLDEH GATE. 

And I thofoght I oonld gftand Asm if yoa were 
liere." 

MOly gratefully accepted this doabtfol 
proof d affection by squeezing her compan- 
ion's arm. ^ And yon did n't get any infor- 
mation, dear ? " 

^Qf course noti The idiot knows only 
the old tradition of his office — that I was a 
mysterious Ttost left in Mayor Hammers^ 
ley's hands. He actually informed me that 
*Bnena ' meant ^ Good'; that it was likely 
the name of the captain of some whaler, that 
put into San Francisco in the early days, 
whose child I was, and that, if I chose to 
call myself ^ Miss Good,' he would allow it, 
and get a bill passed in the Legislature to 
legalize it. Think of it, my dear ! * Miss 
Good,' like one of Mrs. Barbauld's stories, 
or a moral goyemess in the * Primary 
Eeader.' " 

^ ^ Miss Good,' " repeated Milly, innocent- 
ly. ^ Yes, you might put an 6 at the end — 
G-double-o-d-e. There are Goodes in Phila- 
delphia. And then you won't have to sacri- 
fice that sweet pretty ^Terba,' that's so 
stylish and musical, for you 'd still be * Yerba 
Good.' But," she added, as Yerba made an 
impatient gesture, ^ why do you worry your- 
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self about thatl You wouldn't keep your 
own name long, wliatever it was. An heiress 
like you, dear, — lovely and aooomplished, •— 
would have the best names as well as the 
best men in America to choose from." 

*^Now please don't repeat that idiot's 
words. That's what he says; that's what 
they all say I" returned Yerba, pettbhly. 
^^One would really think it was necessary 
for me to get married to become anybody at 
all, or have any standing whatever. And, 
whatever you do, don't go talking of me as 
if I were named after a vegetable. ^ Yerba 
Buena' is the name of an island in the bay 
just off San Francisco. I'm named after 
that." 

^^But I don't see the difference, dear. 
The island was named after the vine that 
grows on it." 

^^You don't see the difference?" said 
Yerba, darkly. " Well, / do. But what 
are you looking at ? " 

Her companion had caught her arm, and 
was gazing intently at the house. 

" Yerba," she said quickly, " there 's the 
Mayor, and uncle, and a strange gentleman 
coming down the walk. They're looking 
for us. And, as I live, Yerb I the strange 
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gentleiiiaii is that young senator, Mr. Haiih 
away 1 " 

^ Mr. Hathaway ? Nonsense I " 

" Look for yourself." 

Yerba glanced at the three gentlemen, 
who, a hundred yards distant, were slowly 
advancing in the direction of the oeanothus- 
hedge, behind which the girls had instinc- 
tively strayed during tiieir conversation. 

^^ What are you going to do ? " said Milly, 
eagerly. *^ They 're coming straight this 
way. Shall we stay here and let them pass, 
or make a run for the house ? " 

^^No," said Yerba, to Milly's great sur- 
prise. ^That would look as if we cared. 
Besides, I don't know that Mr. Hathaway 
has come to see me. We'll stroll out and 
meet them accidentally." 

Milly was still more astonished. However, 
she said, ^^ Wait a moment, dear I " and, with 
the instinctive deftness of her sex, in three 
small tugs and a gentie hiteh, shook Yerba's 
gown into perfect folds, passed her fingers 
across her forehead and over her ears, secur- 
ing, however, with a hairpin on their passage 
tiiree of the rose petals where they had 
fallen. Then, discharging their faces of any 
previous expression, these two charming 
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hypocrites sallied out innocently into the 
walk. Nothing could be more natural than 
their manner : if a criticism might be ven- 
tured upon, it was that their elbows were 
slightly drawn inwards and before them, 
leaving their hands gracefully advanced 
in the line of their figures, an attitude 
accepted throughout the civilized world of 
deportment as indicating fastidious refine- 
ment not unmingled with permissible hau- 
teur. 

The three gentlemen lifted their hats at 
this ravishing apparition, and halted. The 
Mayor advanced with great politeness. 

^*I feared you didn't hear me call you. 
Miss Yerba, so we ventured to seek you." 
As the two girls exchanged almost infantile 
glances of surprise, he continued: *^Mr. 
Paul Hathaway has done us the honor of 
seeking you here, as he did not find you at 
the convent. You may have forgotten that 
Mr. Hathaway is the third one of your 
trustees." 

^^ And so in^fficient and worthless that I 
fear he does n't count," said Paul, ^^ but," 
raising his eyes to Yerba's, '« I fancy that I 
have already had the pleasure of seeing you, 
and, I fear, the mortifioation of having di* 
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tnrbed you and your friends in the parlor of 
the Golden Gate Hotel yesterday." 

The two girls looked at each other with 
the same childlike surprise. Yerba broke 
the silenoe by suddenly turning to MiUy. 
** Certainly, you remember how greatly inter- 
ested we were in the conversation of a party 
of gentlemen who were there when we came 
in. I am afraid our foolish prattle must 
have disturbed you. I know that we were 
struck with the intelligent and eloquent de- 
votion of your friends." 

*^ Oh, perfectly," chimed in the loyal but 
somewhat infeliz Milly; ^^and it was so 
kind and thoughtful of Mr. Hathaway to 
take them away as he did." 

^^ I felt the more embarrassed," continued 
Hathaway, smiling, but still critically exam- 
ining Yerba for an indication of something 
characteristic, beyond this palpable conven- 
tionality, ^^ as I unfortunately must present 
my credentials from a gentleman as much of 
a stranger as myself — Colonel Pendleton." 

The trade-wind was evidently making itself 
felt even in this pastoral retreat, for the two 
gentlemen appeared to shrink slightly within 
themselves, and a chill seemed to have passed 
over the group. The Mayor coughed. The 
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avunoular Woods gazed absfa*actedly at a 
large cactus. Even Paul, prepared by pre- 
yious experience, stopped short, 

^' Colonel Pendleton I Oh, do tell me all 
about him ! " flashed out Yerba, suddenly, 
with clasped hands and eager girlish breath. 

Paul cast a quick grateful glance at the 
girl. Whether assumed or not, her enthur 
siastic outburst was effective. The Mayor 
looked uneasily at Woods, and turned to 
PauL 

^^ Ah, yes I You and he are original oo* 
trustees. I believe Pendleton is in reduced 
circumstances. Never quite got over that 
bank trouble." 

^^That is only a question of legislative 
investigation and relief," said Paul lightly, 
yet with purposely vague official mystery of 
manner. Then, turning quickly to Yerba, 
as if replying to the only real question at 
issue, he continued pointedly, ^' I am sorry 
to say the colonel's health is so poor that it 
keeps him quite a recluse. I have a letter 
frcHn him and a message for you." His 
bright eyes added plainly — ^^ as soon as we 
can get rid of those people." 

''Then you think that a bill" — began 
the Mayor, eagerly. 
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^* I think, my dear sir/' said Paul pl^n- 
tively, ^^ that I and my friends have already 
tried the patience of these two yoang ladies 
quite enough yesterday with politics and 
law-making. I have to catch the six-o'clock 
train to San Francisco this evening, and 
have already lost the time I hoped to spend 
with Miss Yerba by missing her at the con- 
vent. Let me stroll on here, if you like, 
and if I venture to monopolize the attention 
of this young lady for half an hour, you, my 
dear Mr. Mayor, who have more frequent 
access to her, I know, will not begrudge it to 
me. 

He placed himself beside Yerba and 
Milly, and began an entertaining, although, 
I fear, slightly exaggerated, account of his 
reception by the Lady Superior, and her ev- 
ident doubts of his identity with the trustee 
mentioned in Pendleton's letter of introduc- 
tion. ^^I confess she frightened me," he 
continued, ^' when she remarked that, accord- 
ing to my statement, I could have been only 
eighteen years old when I became your 
guardian, and as much in want of one as 
you were. I think that only her belief that 
Mr. Woods and the Mayor would detect me 
as an impostor provoked her at last to tell 
me your whereabouts." 
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*^Bat why did they ever make you a 
trustee, for goodness' sake?" said Milly, 
uai yely. ^^ Was there no one g^own up at 
that time that they could have called upon ? " 

^ Those were the early days of Calif omia," 
responded Paul, with great gravity, although 
he was conscious that Yerba was regarding 
him narrowly, ^^ and I probably looked older 
and more intelligent than I really was. For, 
candidly,'' with the consciousness of Terba's 
eyes still upon him, ^* I remember very little 
about it. I dare say I was selected, as you 
kindly suggest, ^ for goodness' sake.' " 

^ After all," said the volatile Milly, who 
seemed inclined, as chaperone, to direct the 
conversation, ^^ there was something pretty 
and romantic about it. You two poor young 
things taking care of each other, for of course 
there were no women here in those days." 

^^ Of course there were women here," in- 
terrupted Yerba, quickly, with a half-mean- 
ing, haU-interrogative glance at Paul that 
made him instinctively uneasy. ^^ You later 
comers " — to Milly — " always seem to think 
that there was nothing here before you ! " 
She paused, and then added, with a naive 
mixture of reproach and coquetry that was 
as charming as it was unexpected. ** As to 
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taking ease of eack other, Mr. Hathawaj 
^VEj qiucklj got rid of me^ I believe.'^ 

^ But I left joa in bett^ bands.^ Miaa 
T^ba; aiid let me thank joa wam^ be 
added in a lower tone, ^ toe reeognizing it 
aa 70a £d a moment ago* I'm glad tha^ 
yoa JnatinetiTely Eked ColcHiel FendletoB. 
Had jRMi knoini him better, yoa woold ba^e 
ieen bow tnidifiil tiiat iaatnict waa. His 
diief fault in the qpes ofovr w i i rtby frieads 
is that be r^oinds diem o£ a sreat deal tiwr 
can't perp^nate and mneh tbej wofiU like 
to forget." He dieeked hiTwiirff abrapdy • 
*^Bat bi»e is joor letter," he resamed, draw- 
ii^ Cdkmel Pendletoii's Bnasife froaa Ids 
poeket, ^ perliaqis yoo would like to read it 
now, in case yon baire any message to retom 
by me. Miss Woods and I wiU excuse 
yoo." 

They bad readied the end of the rose- 
aUey, where a sommer4ioase that was in it- 
self a rose-bower partly diselosed itseUL The 
other gentlemen had lagged behind. ^I 
win amuse mysdf^ and console your other 
guardian, dear," said tiie Tivacioos Milly, 
with a rapid exchange of glances widi 
Yerba, ^ until this horrid business is over* 
Besides," she added with dieerfol Tagu»> 
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ness, ^^ after so long a separation yoa must 
have a great deal to say to each other." 

Paul smiled as she rostled away, and 
Yerba, entering the summer-house, sat down 
and opened the letter. The young man re- 
mained leaning against the rustic archway, 
occasionally glancing at her and at the mov- 
ing figures in the gardens. He was con- 
scious of an odd excitement which he could 
trace to no particular cause. It was true 
that he had been annoyed at not finding the 
young girl at the convent, and at having to 
justify himself to the Lady Superior for 
what he conceived to be an act of gratuitous 
kindness ; nor was he blind to the fact that 
his persistence in foUowing her was more 
an act of aggression against the enemies of 
Pendleton than of concern for Yerba. She 
was certainly pretty ; he could not remem- 
ber her mother sufficiently to trace any like- 
ness, and he had never admired the mother's 
pronounced beauty. She had flashed out 
for an instant into what seemed originality 
and feeling. But it had passed, and she 
had asked no further questions in regard to 
the colonel. 

She had hurriedly skimmed through the 
letter, which seemed to be composed of ceiw 
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tain figures and accounts. *' I suppose it 's 
all right," she said ; ^^ at least you can say 
so if he asks you. It 's only an explanation 
why he has transferred my money from the 
bank to Bothschild's agent years ago. I don't 
see why it should interest me now.^^ 

Paul made no doubt that it was the same 
transfer that had shipwrecked the colonel's 
f ortime and alienated his friends, and could 
not help replying somewhat pointedly, *^ But 
I think it should, Miss Yerba. I don't know 
what the colonel explained to you — doubt- 
less, not the whole truth, for he is not a man 
to praise himself ; but, the fact is, the bank 
was in difficulties at the time of that trans- 
fer, and, to make it, he sacrificed his per- 
sonal fortune, and, I think, awakened some 
of that ill-feeling you have just noticed." 
He checked himself too late : he had again 
lost not only his tact and self-control, but 
had nearly betrayed himself. He was sur- 
prised that the girl's justifiable ignorance 
should have irritated him. Yet she had evi- 
dently not noticed, or misunderstood it, for 
she said, with a certain precision that was 
almost studied : — 

** Yes, I suppose it would have been a ter- 
rible thing to him to have been suspected of 
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misappropriating a Trust confided to him by 
parties who had already paid him the hi&rh 
compKment of confiding to Ms care a secit 
and a fortune.'' 

Paul glanced at her quickly with astonish- 
ment Was this ignoiancef or suspicion? 
Her manner, however, suddenly changed, 
with the charming capriciousness of youth 
and conscious beauty. ** He speaks of you 
in this letter," she said, letting her dark eyes 
rest on him provokingly. 

^^ That accounts for your lack of interest 
then," said Paul gayly, relieved to turn a 
conversation fraught with so much danger. 

"But he speaks very flatteringly," she 
went on. " He seems to be another one of 
your admirers. I'm sure, Mr. Hathaway, 
after that scene in the hotel parlor yester- 
day, you^ at least, cannot complain of hav- 
ing been misrepresented before me. To tell 
you the truth, I think I hated you a little 
for it." 

" You were quite right," returned Paul. 
^*I must have been insufferable I And I 
^dmit that I was slightly piqued against you 
for the idolatries showered upon you at the 
^ame moment by your friends." 

Usually, When two young people have 
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reached the point of confidingly exchanging 
their first impressions of each other, some 
progress has been made in first acquaint- 
ance. But it did not strike Paul in that 
way, and Yerba's next remark was disoonr- 
aging. 

^^But I'm rather disappointed, for all 
that. Colonel Pendleton tells me you know 
nothing of my family or of the secret." 

Paul was this time quite prepared, and 
withstood the girl's scrutiny calmly. "Do 
yon think," he asked lightly, " that even he 
knows?" 

** Of course he does," she returned quickly. 
*^ Do you suppose he would have taken all 
that trouble you have just talked about if 
he didn't know it? And feared the conse- 
quences, perhaps ? " she added, with a slight 
return of her previous expressive manner. 

Again Paul was puzzled and irritated, he 
knew not why. But he only said pleasantly, 
" I differ from you there. I am afraid that 
such a thing as fear never entered into Colonel 
Pendleton's calculations on any subject. I 
think he would act the same towards the high- 
est and the lowest, the powerful or the most 
weak." As she glanced at him quickly and 
mischievously, he added, " I am quite will- 
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ing to beliere that his knowledge of yon 
made his duty pleasanter." 

He was again quite sincere, and his slight 
sympathy had that irresistible quality of 
tone and look which made him so dangerous. 
For he was struck with the pretty, soothed 
self-complacency that had shone in her face 
since he had spoken of Pendleton's equal 
disinterestedness. It seemed, too, as if what 
he had taken for passion or petulance in her 
manner had been only a resistance to some 
continual aggression of condition. With 
that remainder held in check, a certain la- 
tent nobility was apparent, as of her true 
self. In this moment of pleased abstrac- 
tion she had drawn through the lattice-work 
of one of the windows a spray of roses 
clinging to the vine, and with her graceful 
head a little on one side, was softly caressing 
her cheek with it. She certainly was very 
pretty. From the crown of her dark little 
head to the narrow resetted slippers that 
had been idly tapping the ground, but now 
seemed to press it more proudly, with arched 
insteps and small ankles, she was pleasant 
to look upon. 

*^ Bat you surely have something else to 
think about, Miss Yerba ? " said the young 
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man, with eonviction. ^^ In a few months 
you will be of age, and rid of those dread- 
fully stupid guardians ; with your " — 

The loosened rose-spray flew from her 
hand out of the window as she made a ges- 
ture, half real, half assumed, of imploring 
supplication. ^^ Oh, please, Mr. Hathaway, 
for Heaven's sake don't you begin too I You 
are going to say that, with my wealth, my 
accomplishmento, my beauty, my friends, 
what more can I want ? What do I care 
about a secret that can neither add to them 
nor take them away ? Yes, you were ! It 's 
the regular thing to say — everybody says 
it. Why, I should have thought ^ the young- 
est senator ' could afford to have been more 
original." 

^* I plead guilty to cdl the weaknesses of 
humanity," said Paul, warmly, again begin- 
ning to believe that he had been most unjust 
to her independence. 

" Well, I forgive you, because you have 
forgotten to say that, if I don't like the 
name of Yerba Buena, I could so easily 
change that too." 

*^ But you do like it," said Paul, touched 
with this first hearing of her name in her 
own musical accents, ^'or would like it if 
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you heard yourself pronounce it." It sud' 
denly recurred to him, with a strange thrill 
of pleasure, that he himself had given it to 
her. It was as if he had created some mu* 
sical instrument to which she had just given 
voice. In his enthusiasm he had tlS>wn 
himself on the bench beside her in an atti- 
tude that, I fear, was not as dignified as be- 
came his elderly office. 

*^ But you don't think that is my name^* 
said the girl, quickly. 

^^ I beg your pardon ? " said Paul, hesitat- 
ingly. 

^^You don't think that anybody would 

have been so utterly idiotic as to call me af- 
ter a ground-vine — a vegetable ? " she con- 
tinued petulantly. 

« Eh ? " stammered Paul. 

*^A name that could be so easily trans- 
lated," she went on, half scornfully, ^ and 
when translated, was no possible title for 
anybody ? Think of it — Miss Good Herb I 
It is too ridiculous for anything." 

Paul was not usually wanting in self-pos- 
session in an emergency, or in skill to meet 
attack. But he was so convinced of the 
truth of the girl's accusation, and now re* 
called so vividly his own consternation on 
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hearing the result of his youthful and ro* 
mantic sponsorship for the first time from 
Pendleton, that he was struck with confu- 
sion. 

** But what do you suppose it was intended 
for ? " he said at last, vaguely. ^^ It was 
certainly ^ Yerba Buena ' in the Trust. At 
least, I suppose so," he corrected himself 
hurriedly. 

'^It is only a^ supposition,'' she said quietly, 
^^for you know it cannot be proved. The 
Trust was never recorded, and the only copy 
could not be found among Mr. Hammers- 
ley's papers. It is only part of the name, 
of which the first is lost." 

^^ Part of the name ? " repeated Paul, un- 
easilv. 

*^ Part of it. It is a corruption of de la 
Yerba Buena^ — of the Yerba Buena, — and 
refers to the island of Yerba Buena in the 
bay, and not to the plant. That island was 
part of the property of my family — the Ar- 
guellos — you will find it so recorded in the 
Spanish grants. My name is Arguello de 
la Yerba Buena." 

It is impossible to describe the timid yet 
triumphant, the half-appealing yet compla- 
cent, conviction of the girl's utterance. A 
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moment before, Paul would have believed 
it impossible for bim to have kept his gray- 
ity and bis respect for his companion under 
this egregious illusion. But he kept both. 
/ For a sudden conviction that she suspected 

the truth, and had taken this audacious and 
original plan of crushing it, overpowered all 
other sense. The Arguellos, it flashed upon 
him, were an old Spanish family, former 
owners of Yerba Buena Island, who had in 
the last years become extinct. There had 
been a story that one of them had eloped 
with an American ship captain's wife at 
Monterey. The legendary history of early 
Spanish California was filled with more re- 
markable incidents, corroborated with little 
difficulty from Spanish authorities, who, it 
was alleged, lent themselves readily to any 
fabrication or forgery. There was no racial 
pride : on the contrary, they had shown an 
eager alacrity to ally themselves with their 
conquerors. The friends of the Arguellos 
would be proud to recognize and remember 
in the American heiress the descendant of 
their countrymen. All this passed rapidly 
throi:^h his mind after the first moment of 
surprise ; all this must have been the delib- 
erate reasoning of this giri of seventeen. 
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whose dark eyes were bent upon Mm. 
Whether she was seeking corroboration or 
oomplicity he oould not tell. 

"Have you found this out yourself?*' he 
asked, after a pause. 

" Yes. One of my friends at the convent 
was Josita Castro ; she knew all the history 
of the Arguellos. She is perfectly satis- 
fied." 

For an instant Paul wondered if it was a 
joint conception of the two schoolgirls. But, 
on reflection, he was persuaded that Yerba 
would commit herself to no accomplice — of 
her own sex. She might have dominated 
the girl, and would make her a firm parti- 
san, while the girl would be convinced of it 
herself, and believe herself a free agent. 
He had had such experience with men him- 
self. 

" But why have you not spoken of it be- 
fore — and to Colonel Pendleton ? " 

"He did not choose to tell 77ie," said 
Yerba, with feminine dexterity. "I have 
preferred to keep it myself a secret till I am 
of age." 

"When Colonel Pendleton and some of 
the other trustees have no right to say any- 
thing," thought Paul quickly. She had evi- 
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dently trusted him. Yet, fascinated as he 
had been by her audacity, he did not know 
whether to be pleased, or the reverse. He 
would have preferred to be placed on an 
equal footing with Josita Castro. She an- 
ticipated his thoughts by saying, with half- 
raised eyelids : — 

"What do y<m think of it?" 

" It seems to be so natural and obvious an 
explanation of the mystery that I only won- 
der it was not thought of before," said Paul, 
with that perfect sincerity that made his 
sympathy so effective. 

" You see," — still under her pretty eye- 
lids, and the tender promise of a smile part- 
ing her little mouth, — *^ I 'm believing that 
you tell the truth when you say you don't 
know anything about it." 

It was a desperate moment with Paul, but 
his sympathetic instincts, and possibly his 
luck, triumphed. His momentary hesitation 
easily simulated the caution of a conscien- 
tious man; his knit eyebrows and bright 
eyes, lowered in an effort of memory, did 
the rest. « I remember it aU so indistinctly," 
he said, with literal truthfulness ; ^* there 
was a veiled lady present, tall and dark, to 
whom Mayor Hammersley and the colonel 
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ifaowed a aingiilar, and, it akmdk ne, as an 
almost wiperaririoiift, respect* I rernembeg 
BOW, diatxiietly, I waa impraaed wi& tlie 
leverential way tbe j botk zeGomfosaed kex 
to the door at the ^id of the internew." 
HeiaiaedhiaeyesaligfatlT; the took gbTs 
red Kpa were i^t^tit ffliiSTrf 
the akin, which waa hi» nearest appaoaeb to 
color, had quite transfigured h^ face. He 
felt, suddenly, that she bdicTed it, jet be 
had no sense of remorse. He half beHcTed 
it himself; at leaal, he r^nembered Hm no- 
bifity of the mother's seIf-r«»randat]oa and 
lis effect upon the two men. Why shoold 
not the da ngh t er preserve this tmthfnl pio- 
tore of her mother^s momentary ezahati<m? 
Which was the most tnithfal — that, or ihe 
d^;rading facts? *^ Yon speak of a secret," 
he added. ^I can remember little more 
than that the Mayor asked me to forget 
from that moment the whole ooeonence. I 
did not know at the time how completely 1 
should fulfill his request. Yoa must reman* 
ber, Miss Yerba, as your Lady Superior 
has, that I was absurdly young at the time. 
I don't know but that I may have thought, 
in my youthful inexperience, that this sort 
of thing was of common occurrence. And 
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Chen, I had my own future to make — and 
youth ia brutally selfish. I was quite friend- 
less and unknown when I left San Franeisoo 
for the mines, at the time you entered the 
conyent as Yerba Buena." 

She smiled, and made a slight impulsive 
gesture, as if she would have drawn nearer 
to him, but cheeked herself, still smiling, 
and without embarrassment. It may have 
been a movement of youthful camaraderie^ 
and that occasional maternal rather than 
sisterly instinct which sometimes influences 
a young girl's masculine friendship, and ele- 
vates the favored friend to the plane of the 
doll she has outgrown. As he turned 
towards her, however, she rose, shook out 
her yellow dress, and said with pretty petu- 
lance: — 

^^ Then you must go so soon — and this 
your first and last visit as my guardian? " 

" No one could regret that more than I,'* 
looking at her with undefined meaning. 

^^Yes," she said, with a tantalizing oo* 
quetry that m^ht have suggested an under- 
lying seriousness. *' I think you have lost a 
good deal. Perhaps, so have I. We might 
have been good friends in all these years. 
But that is past." 
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'^Why? Sorely, I hope, my shorfcconii 
ings with Miss Yerba Buena will not be re« 
membered by Miss Argaello?" said Paul, 
earnestly. 

^* Ah ! She may be a very different per- 
son. 

** I hope not," said the young man, warmly. 
"But Aow different?" 

"Well, she may not put herself in the 
way of receiring such point-blank compli- 
ments as that," said the young girl, de- 
murely. 

" Not from her guardian ? " 

" She will have no guardian then." She 
said this gravely, but almost at the same 
moment turned and sat down again, throw- 
ing her linked hands over her knee, and 
looked at him mischievously. " You see 
what you have lost, sir." 

" I see," said Paul, but with all the grav- 
ity that she had dropped. 

" No ; but you don't see all. I had no 
brother — no friend. You might have been 
both. You might have made me what you 
liked. You might have educated me far 
better than these teachers, or, at least given 
me some pride in my studies. There were 
so many things I wanted to know that they 
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oould n't teach me ; so many times I wanted 
advice from some one that I oould trust. 
Colonel Pendleton was very good to me 
when he came ; he always treated me like a 
princess even when I wore short frocks. It 
was his manner that first made me think he 
knew my family ; but I never felt as if I 
could tell him anything, and I don't think, 
with all his chivabous respect, he ever un- 
derstood me. As to the others — the May- 
ors — well, you may judge from Mr. Hen- 
derson. It is a wonder that I did not run 
away or do something desperate. Now, are 
you not a litde sorry? " 

Her voice, which had as many capricious 
changes as her manner, had been alternately 
coquettish, petulant, and serious, had now 
become playful again. But, like the r«)st of 
her sex, she was evidently more alert to her 
surroundings at such a moment than her 
companion, for before he oould make any 
reply, she said, without apparently looking, 
<« But there is a deputation coming for you, 
Mr. Hathaway. You see, the case is hope- 
less. You never would be able to give to 
one what is claimed by the many." 

Paul glanced down the rose-alley, and 
saw that the deputation in question was com- 
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posed of the Mayor, Mr. Woods, a thin, 
delicate -looking woman, — evidently Mrs. 
Woods, — and Milly. The latter managed 
to reach the snmmer-house first, with ap» 
parently youthful alacrity, but really to ex- 
change, in a single glance, some mysterious 
feminine signal with Yerba. Then she said 
with breathless infelicity : -— 

" Before you two get bored with each other 
now, I must tell you there 's a chance of you 
having more time. Aunty has promised to 
send off a note excusing you to the Severend 
Mother, if she can persuade Mr. Hathaway 
to stay over to-night. But here they are. 
[To Yerba] Aunty is most anxious, and 
won't hear of his going." 

Indeed, it seemed as if Mrs. Woods was, 
after a refined fashion, most concerned that 
a distinguished visitor like Mr. Hathaway 
should have to use her house as a mere acci- 
dental meeting-place with his ward, without 
deigning to accept her hospitality. She was 
reinforced by Mr. Woods, who enunciated 
the same idea with more mascidine vigor ; 
and by the Mayor, who expressed his con- 
viction that a slight of this kind to Eosario 
would be felt in the Santa Clara valley. 
^ After dinner, my dear Hathaway," con- 
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eluded Mr. Woods, ^^a few of our neigh- 
bors may drop in, who would be glad to 
shake you by the hand — no formal meeting, 
my boy — but, hang it ! they ezpeet it." 

Paul looked around for Yerba. There 
was really no reason why he should n't ao- 
eept, although an hour ago the idea had 
never entered his mind. Yet, if he did, he 
would like the girl to know that it was for 
her sake. Unfortunately, far from exhibit- 
ing any concern in the matter, she seemed 
to be preoccupied with Milly, and only the 
charming back of her head was visible be- 
hind Mrs. Woods. He accepted, however, 
with a hesitation that {ook some of the gra- 
ciousness from his yielding, and a sense that 
he was giving a strange importance to a 
trivial circumstance. 

The necessity of attaching himself to his 
hostess, and making a more extended tour 
of the grounds, for a while diverted him 
from an uneasy consideration of his past 
interview. Mrs. Woods had known Yerba 
through the school friendship of Milly, and, 
as far as the religious rules of the convent 
would allow, had always been delighted to 
show her any hospitality. She was a beau<* 
tif ul girl — did not Mr. Hathaway think so ? 
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— and a girl of great character. It was a 
pitjr, of conrsey that she had never known a 
mother's care, and that the present ronline 
of a boordingHBchool had usurped the tender 
influences of home. She believed, too, that 
the singnlar rotation of guardianship had 
left the girl practically without a comisel* 
ing friend to rely upon, except, perhaps. 
Colonel Pendleton; and while she, Mrs. 
Woods, did not for a moment doubt that the 
colonel might be a good friend and a pleas- 
ant companion of men^ really he, Mr. Hath- 
away, must admit that, with his reputation 
and habits, he was hardly a fit associate for 
a young lady. Indeed, Mr. Woods would 
have never allowed Milly to invite Yerba 
here if Colonel Pendleton was to have been 
her escort. Of course, the poor girl could 
not choose her own guardian, but Mr. Woods 
said he had a right to choose who should be 
his niece's company. Perhaps Mr. Woods 
was prejudiced, — most men were, — yet 
surely Mr. Hathaway, although a loyal 
friend of Colonel Pendleton's, must admit 
that when it was an open scandal that the 
colonel had fought a duel about a notoriously 
common woman, and even blasphemously 
defended her before a party of gentlemeui 
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it was high time, as Mr. Woods said, that 
he should be remanded to their company 
exclusively. No; Mrs. Woods could not 
admit that this was owing to the injustice ol 
her own sex ! Men are really the ones who 
make the fuss over those things, just as they, 
as Mr. Hathaway well knew, made the laws I 
No ; it was a great pity, as she and her hus- 
band had just agreed, that Mr. Hathaway, 
of all the guardians, could not have been 
always the help and counselor — in fact, 
the elder brother — of poor Yerba! Paul 
was conscious that he winced slightly, con- 
sistently and conscientiously, at the recol- 
lection of certain passages of his youth ; in- 
consistently and meanly, at this suggestion 
of a joint relationship with Yerba's mother. 

" I think, too," continued Mrs. Woods, 
^' she has worried foolishly about this ridic- 
ulous mystery of her parentage — as if it 
could make the slightest difference to a girl 
with a quarter of a million, or as if that 
did n't show quite conclusively that she was 
somebody I " 

*' Certainly," said Paul, qtdckly, with a 
relief that he nevertheless felt was ridicu- 
lous. 

*^ And, of course, I dare say it will all 
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come out when she is of age. I suppose 
yoa know if any of the family are still liv- 
ing?" 

** I really do not'* 

" I beg youp pardon," said Mrs. Woods, 
with a smile. *^I forgot it's a profound 
secret until then. But here we are at the 
house ; I see the girls have walked over to 
our neighbors'. Perhaps you would like to 
have a few moments to yourself before you 
dress for dinner, and your portmanteau, 
which has been sent for, comes from your 
hoteL You must be tired of seeing so many 
people." 

Paul was glad to accept any excuse for 
being alone, and, thanking his hostess, fol- 
lowed a servant to his room — a low-ceil- 
inged but luxuriously furnished apartment 
on the first floor. Here he threw himself 
on a cushioned lounge that filled the angle 
of the deep embrasure — the thickness of 
the old adobe walls — that formed a part 
of the wooden-latticed window. A Cape 
jessamine climbing beside it filled the room 
with its subtle, intoxicating perfume. It 
was so strong, and he felt himself so irre- 
sistibly overpowered and impelled towards 
a merely idle reverie, that, in order to think 
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more clearly and shut out some strange and 
unreasoning enthrallment of his senses, he 
rose and sharply closed the window. Then 
he sat down and reflected. 

What was he doing here ? and what was 
the meaning of all this? He had come 
simply to fulfill a duty to his past, and please 
a helpless and misunderstood old acquaint- 
ance. He had performed that duty. But he 
had incidentally learned a certain fact that 
might be important to this friend, and clearly 
his duty was simply to go back and report 
it. He would gain nothing more in the way 
of corroboration of it by staying now, if 
further corroboration were required. Colo- 
nel Pendleton had already been uselessly 
and absurdly perplexed about the possible 
discovery of the girl's parentage, and its 
effect upon her fortunes and herself. She 
had just settled that of her own accord, and, 
without committing herself or others, had 
suggested a really sensible plan by which 
all trouble would be avoided in future. That 
was the common-sense way of looking at it. 
He would lay the plan before the colonel, 
have him judge of its expediency and its 
ethics — and even the question whether she 
already knew the real truth, or was self-do- 
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oeived. That done, he would return to his 
own affairs in Sacramento. There was noth« 
ing difficult in this, or that need wony him, 
only he could have done it just as well aa 
hour ago. 

He op^ied the window again. The scent 
of the jessaminp came in as before, but min^ 
gled with the cooler breath of the roses. 
There was nothing intoxicating or unreal in 
it now ; rather it seemed a gentle aromatic 
stimulant — of thought. Long shadows of 
unseen poplars beyond barred the garden 
lanes and alleys with bands of black and 
yellow. A slanting pencil of sunshine 
through the trees was for a moment f ocussed 
on a bed of waxen callas before a hedge of 
ceanothus, and struck into dazzling relief 
the cold white chalices of the flowers and 
the vivid shining green of their background. 
Presently it slid beyond to a tiny fountain, 
before invisible, and wrought a blinding 
miracle out of its flashing and leaping spray. 
Yet even as he gazed the fountain seemed 
to vanish slowly, the sunbeam slipped on, 
and beyond it moved the shimmer of white 
and yellow dresses. It was Yerba and Milly 
returning to the house. Well, he would 
not interrupt his reflections by idly watching 
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them ; he would, probably, see a great deal 
of Yerba that evening, and by that time he 
would have come to some conclusion in re- 
gard to her. 

But he had not taken into consideration 
her voice, which, always musical in its 
Southern intonation and quite audible in the 
quiet garden, struck him now as being full 
of joyous sweetness. Well, she was certainly 
very happy — or very thoughtless. She 
was actually romping with Milly, and was 
DOW evidently being chased down the rose- 
alley by that volatile young woman. Then 
these swift Camillas apparently neared the 
hoase, there was the rapid rustle of skirts, 
the skurrying of little feet on the veranda, 
a stumble, a mouse-like shri^ from Milly, 
and her voice, exhausted, dying, happy, 
broken with half-hushed laughter, rose to 
him on the breath of the jessamine and 
rose. 

Surely she was a child, and, if a child, 
how he had misjudged her! What if all 
that he had believed was mature deliberation 
was only the innocent imaginings of a ro- 
mantic girl, all that he had taken seriously 
only a school-girFs fodlish dream ! Instead 
of combating it, instead of reasoning with 
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her, instead of trying to interest her in other 
things, he had even helped on her illusions. 
He had treated her as if the taint of her 
mother's worldliness and knowledge of evil 
was in her pure young flesh. He had recog- 
nized her as the daughter of an adventuress, 
and not as his ward, appealing to his chivalry 
through her very ignorance — it might be 
her very childish vanity. He had brought 
to a question of tender and pathetic interest 
only lu8 selfish opinion of the world and the 
weaknesses of mankind. The blood came to 
his cheeks — with all his experienced self* 
control, he had not lost the youthful trick 
of blushing — and he turned away from the 
window as if it had breathed a reproach. 

But ought he have even contented himself 
with destrojring her illusions — ought he not 
have gone farther and told her the whole 
truth? Ought he not first have won her 
confidence — he remembered bitterly, now, 
how she had intimated that she had no one 
to confide in — and, after revealing her 
mother's history, have still pledged himself 
to keep the secret from all others, and assisted 
her in her plan ? It woidd not have altered 
the state of affairs, except so far as she was 
concerned; they could have combined to* 
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gather ; his ready wit would have helped him ; 
and his sympathy would have sustained her ; 
but — 

How and in what way could he have told 
her ? Leaving out the deUcate and difficult 
periphrase by which her mother's shame 
would have to be explained to an innocent 
school-girl — what right could he have as- 
sumed to tell it ? As the guardian who had 
never counseled or protected her ? As an 
acquaintance of hardly an hour ago? Who 
would have such a right? A lover — on 
whose lips it would only seem a tacit appeal 
to her gratitude or her fears, and whom no 
sensitive girl could accept thereafter ? No. 
A husband ? Yes I He remembered, with 
a sudden start, what Pendleton had said to 
him. Good Heavens I Had Pendleton that 
idea in his mind? And yet — it seemed 
the only solution. 

A knock at his door was followed by the 
appearance of Mr. Woods. Mr. Hathaway's 
portmanteau had come, and Mrs. Woods had 
sent a message, saying that in view of the 
limited time that Mr. Hathaway would have 
with his ward, Mrs. Woods would forego her 
right to keep him at her side at dinner, and 
yield her place to Yerba. Paul thanked him 
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wiib % grave inward smile. What if he 
made his diamatie disdosore to her ooofir 
dentially over the soap and fish ? Yet, in 
his constantly leeorring omiviction of the 
g^l's independenee, he made no doabt she 
would have met his brutality with unflinching 
pride and self -possessiim. He began to dress 
slowly, at times almost forgetting himself in 
a new kind of pleasant apathy, which he 
attributed to the odor of the flowers, and 
the softer hush of twilight that had come 
on with the dying away of the trade winds, 
and the restful spice of the bay-trees near his 
window. He presently found himself not 
so much thinking of Yerba as of seeing her. 
A picture of her in the summer-house caress- 
ing her cheek with the roses seemed to stand 
out from the shadows of the blank wall oppo- 
site him. When be passed into the dressing- 
room beyond, it was not his own face he saw 
'A the glass, but hers. It was with a start, 
as if he had heard her voice, that he found 
upon his dressing-table a small vase contain- 
ing a flower for his coat, with the penciled 
words on a card in a school-girl's hand, 
^* From Yerba, with thanks for staying." It 
must have been placed there by a servant 
while he was musing at the window. 
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Half a dozen people were already in the 
drawing-room when Paul descended. It ap* 
peared that Mr. Woods had invited certain 
of his neighbors — among them a Judge 
Baker and his wife, and Don C»sar Briones, 
of the adjacent Rancho of Los Pajaros, and 
his sister, the Dofia Anna. MiUy and Yerba 
had not yet appeared. Dcm Csesar, a young 
man of a toreador build, roundly bland in 
face and murky in eye, seemed to notice 
their absence, and kept his glances towards 
the door, while Paul engaged in conversation 
with Dofia Anna — if that word could con^ 
vey an impression of a conventionality which 
that good-humored young lady converted 
into an animated flirtation at the second 
sentence with a single glance and two shakes 
of her fan. And then MiUy fluttered in -* 
a vision of schoolgirl freshness and white 
tulle, and a moment later — with a pause of 
expectation — a tall, graceful figure, that at 
first Paul scarcely recognized. 

It is a popular conceit of our sex that we 
are superior to any effect of feminine adorn- 
ment, and that a pretty girl is equally pretty 
in the simplest frock. Yet there was not a 
man in the room who did not believe that 
Yerba in her present attire was not only far 
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prettier than before, but that she indicated 
a new and more delicate form of beanty. It 
was not the mere reyelation of contour and 
color of an ordinary decolletS dress, it was a 
perfect presentment of pore symmetry and 
carriage. In this black grenadine dress, 
trimmed with jet, not only was the delicate 
satin sheen of her sldn made clearer by con- 
trast, bnt she looked eyery inch her full 
height, with an ideal exaltation of breeding 
and culture. She wore no jewelry except a 
small necklace of pearls — so small it might 
have been a child'« — that fitted her slender 
throat so tightly that it could scarcely be 
told from the flesh that it dasped. Paul 
did not know that it was the gift of the 
mother to the child that she had forsworn 
only a few weeks before she parted from her 
forever ; but he had a vague feeling that, in 
that sable dress that seemed like mourning, 
she walked at the funeral of her mother's 
past. A few white flowers in her corsage, 
the companions of the solitary one in his 
button-hole, were the only relief. 

Their eyes met for a single moment, the 
look of admiration in Paul's being answered 
by the naive consciousness in Yerba's of a 
woman looking her best ; but the next mo- 
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ment she appeared preoccupied with the 
others, and the eager advances of Don 
CsBsar. 

'^Your brother seems to admire Miss 
Yerba," said Paul. 

"Ah, ye — es," returned Dofia Anna. 
"And you?" 

"OhI " said Paul, gayly, "/? I am her 
guardian — with me it is simple egotism, 
you know." 

" Ah I " returned the arch Doiia Anna, 
"you are then already so certain of her? 
Good ! I shall warn him." 

A precaution that did seem necessary ; as 
later, when Paul, at a signal from his hostess, 
offered his arm to Yerba, the young Span- 
iard regarded him with a look of startled 
curiosity. 

"I thank you for selecting me to wear 
your colors," said Paul with a glance at the 
flowers in her corsage, as they sat at table, 
" and I think I deserve them, since» but for 
you, I should have been on my way to San 
Francisco at this moment. Shall I have 
an opportunity of talking to you a few min* 
utes later in the evening?" he added, in a 
lower tone. 

" Why not now ? " returned Yerba, mis- 
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chievoasly. *^We are set here expressly 
for that purpose.'^ 

^* Surely not to talk of our own business 
— I should say, of o\a family affairs/' said 
Paul, looking at her with equal playfulness ; 
^^ though I believe your friend Don Csesar, 
opposite, would be more pleased if he were 
sure that was all we did.'* 

^ And you think his sister would share in 
that pleasure ? " retorted Yerba. ^^ I warn 
you, Mr. Hathaway, that you have been 
quite justifying the Reverend Mother's 
doubts about your venerable pretensions. 
Everybody is staring at you now." 

Paul looked up mechanically. It was 
true. Whether from some occult sympathy, 
from a human tendency to admire obvious 
fitness and symmetry, or the innocent love 
with which the world regards innocent lovers, 
they were all observing Yerba and himself 
with undisguised attention. A good talker, 
he quickly led the conversation to other 
topics. It was then that he discovered that 
Yerba was not only accomplished, but that 
this convent-bred girl had acquired a singu- 
lar breadth of knowledge apart from the 
ordinary routine of the school eurriculttm. 
She spoke and thought with independent 
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perceptions and clearness, yet without the 
tactlessness and mascoline abruptness that 
is apt to detract from feminine originality 
of reflection. By some tacit understanding 
that had the charm of mutual confidence, 
they both exerted themselves to please the 
company rather than each other, and Paul, 
in the interchange of sallies with Dofia 
Anna, had a certain pleasure in hearing 
Yerba converse in Spanish with Don CaBsar. 
But in a few moments he observed, with 
some uneasiness, that they were talking of 
the old Spanish occupation, and presently of 
the old Spanish families. Would she pre- 
maturely expoee an ignorance that might be 
hereafter remembered against her, or invite 
some dreadful genealogical reminiscence that 
would destroy her hopes and raaie her Span- 
ish castles? Or was she simply coUecting 
information? He admired the dexterity 
witi. which, wiOiout committing herself, Z 
made Don Caesar openly and even confiden- 
tially communicative. And yet he was on 
^oL ; at times it seemed as if he himself 
were playing a part in this imposture of 
Yerba's. He was aware that his wandering 
attention was noticed by the quick-witted 
Dofla Anna, when he r^ained his self-pos- 
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session by what appeared to be a happy 
diversion. It was the voice of Mrs. Judge 
Baker calling across the table to Yerba. By 
one of the peculiar accidents of general con- 
versation, it was the one apparently trivial 
remark that in a pause challenged the ears 
of all. 

^^ We were admiring your necklace, Miss 
Yerba." 

Every eye was turned upon the slender 
throat of the handsome girl. The excuse 
was so natural. 

Yerba put her hand to her neck with a 
smile. '^You are joking, Mrs. Baker. I 
know it is ridiculously small, but it is a 
child's necklace, and I wear it because it 
was a gift from my mother." 

Paul's heart sank again with consterna- 
tion. It was the first time he had heard the 
girl distinctly connect herself with her actual 
mother, and for an instant he felt as startled 
as if the forgotten Outcast herself had re- 
turned and taken a seat at the board. 

" I told you it could n't be so ? " remarked 
Mrs. Baker, to her husband. 

Everybody naturally looked inquiringly 
upon the couple, and Mrs. Baker explained 
with a smile : ^' Bob thinks he 's seen it be- 
fore; men are so obstinate." 
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'^ Pardon me, Miss Yerba," said the Judge, 
blandly, ^' would you mind showing it to me, 
if it is not too much trouble ? '.' 

^^ Not at all," said Yerba, smiling, and de- 
taching the circlet from her neck, '^I'm 
afraid you '11 find it rather old-fashioned." 

^^ That 's just what I hope to find it," said 
Judge Baker, with a triumphant glance at 
his wife. '^ It was eight years ago when I 
saw it in Tucker's jewelry shop. I wanted 
to buy it for my little Minnie, but as the 
price was steep I hesitated, and when I did 
make up my mind he had disposed of it to 
another customer. Yes," he added, examin- 
ing the necklace which Yerba had handed to 
him. ^* I am certain it is the same : it was 
unique, like this. Odd, is n't it ? " 

Everybody said it was odd, and looked 
upon the occurrence with that unreasoning 
satisfaction with which average humanity 
receives the most trivial and unmeaning co- 
incidences. It was left to Don CsBsar to 
give it a gallant application. 

^^ I have not-a the pleasure of knowing-a 
the Miss Minnie, but the jewelry, when she 
arrives, to the throat-a of Miss Yerba, she 
has not lost the value — the beauty — the 
charm," 
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" No," said Woods, cheerily. ** The fact 
is, Baker, you were too slow. Miss Yerba's 
folks gobbled up the necklace while you were 
thinking. You were a new-comer. Old 
* forty-niners ' did not hesitate over a thing 
they wanted.'^ 

^^ You never knew who was your success^ 
ful rival, eh ? " said Do&a Anna, turning to 
Judge Baker with a curious glance at Paul's 
pale face in passing. 

"No," said Baker, "but" — he stopped 
with a hesitating laugh and some little con- 
fusion. " No, I 've mixed it up with some- 
thing else. It 's so long ago. I never 
knew, or if I did I Ve forgotten. But the 
necklace I rememb^*." He handed it back 
to Yerba with a bow, and the incident 
ended. 

Paul had not looked at Yerba during this 
conversation, an unreasoning instinct that 
he might confuse her, an equally unreason- 
ing dread that he might see her confused by 
others, possessing him. And when he did 
glance at her calm, untroubled face, that 
seemed only a little surprised at his own 
singular coldness, he .was by no means re- 
lieved. He was only convinced of one Ihing. 
In the last five minutes he had settled upon 
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the irrevocable determination that bis pres- 
ent relations with the g^rl could exist no 
longer. He must either tell her everything, 
or see her no more. There was no middle 
course. She was on the brink of an exposure 
at any moment, either through her ignorance 
or her unhappy pretension. In his intcder^ 
able position, he was equally unable to con- 
template her peril, accept her defense, or 
himself defend her. 

As if, with some feminine instinct, she 
had attributed his silence to some jealousy 
of Don Caesar's attentions, she more than 
once tamed from the Spaniard to Paul with 
an assuring smile. In his anxiety, he half 
accepted the rather humiliating suggestion, 
and managed to say to her, in a lower tone : 

**0n this last visit of your American 
guardian, one would think, you need not 
already anticipate your Spanish relations." 

He was thrilled with the mischievous yet 
\ faintly tender pleasure that sparkled in her 
eyes as she said, — 

'^ You forget it is my American guardian's 
first visit, as well as his last." 

^*And as your guardian," he went on, 
with half -veiled seriousness, *^I protest 
against your allowing your treasures, tiie 



110 A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 

property of the Trust," he gazed directly into 
her beautiful eyes, ^^ being handled and com- 
mented upon by everybody." 

When the ladies had left the table, he 
was, for a moment, relieved. But only for 
a moment. Judge Baker drew his chair 
beside Paul's, and, taking his cigar from his 
lips, said, with a perfunctory laugh : — 

^^I say, Hathaway, I pulled up just in 
time to save myself from making an awful 
speech, just now, to your ward." 

Paul looked at him with cold curiosity. 

*^ Yes. Gad I Do you know who was my 
rival in that necklace transaction ? " 

^* No," said Paul, with frigid carelessness. 

" Why, Kate Howard I Fact, sir. She 
bought it right under my nose — and over- 
bid me, too." 

Paul did not lose his self-possession. 
Thanks to the fact that Yerba was not pres- 
ent, and that Don Caesar, who had overheard 
the speech, moved forward with a suggestive 
and unpleasant smile, his agitation congealed 
into a coldly placid fury. 

*^ And I suppose," he returned, with per- 
fect calmness, ^^ that, after the usual habit of 
this dass of women, the necklace very soon 
found its way back, through the pawnbroker. 
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to the jeweler again. It 's a common 
fate." 

^*Yes, of course," said Judge Baker, 
cheerfully. ^^ You 're quite right. That's 
undoubtedly the solution of it. But," with 
a laugh, ^* I had a narrow escape from say- 
ing something — eh? " 

*^A very narrow escape from an appar- 
ently gratuitous insult," said Paul, gravely, 
but fixing his eyes, now more luminous than 
ever with anger, not on the speaker, but on 
the face of Don Caesar, who was standing at 
his side. ^ You were about to say," — 

"Eh— oh— ah 1 this Kate Howard? 
So! I have heard of her — yeesi And 
Miss Yerba — ah — she is of my country 
— I think. Yes — we shall claim her — of 
a truth — yes." 

" Your countrymen, I believe, are in the 
habit of making claims that are more often 
founded on profit than verity," said Paul, 
with smfleless and insulting deliberation. 
He knew perfectly what he was saying, and 
the result he expected. Only twenty-four 
hours before he had smiled at Pendleton's 
idea of averting scandal and discovery by 
fighting, yet he was endeavoring to pick a 
quarrel with a man, merely on suspicion, for 
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the same purpose, and he saw nothing strange 
in it. A vague idea, too, that this would 
irrevocably confirm him in opposition to 
Yerba's illusions probably determined him. 

But Don Caesar, albeit smiling lividly, 
did not seem inclined to pick up the gaunt- 
let, and Woods interfered hastily. *' Don 
CsBsar means that your ward has some idea 
herself that she is of Spanish origin — at 
least, Milly says so. But of course, as one 
of the oldest trustees, you know the facts." 

In another moment Paul would have com- 
mitted himself. *^ I think we '11 leave Miss 
Yerba out of the question," he said, coldly, 
^^ My remark was a general one, although, 
of course, I am responsible for any personal 
application of it." 

^^ Spoken like a politician, Hathaway,'* 
said Judge Baker, with an effusive enthn^ 
siasm, which he hoped would .atone for the 
alarming results of his infelicitous speech. 
^* That 's right, gentlemen ! You can't get 
the facts from him before he is ready to give 
them. Keep your secret, Mr. Hathaway, 
the court is with you." 

Nevertheless, as they passed out of the 
room to join the ladies, the Mayor lingered 
a little behind with Woods. ^^ It 's easy to 
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see tlie influence of that Pendleton on our 
young friend," he said, significantly. ^^ Some- 
body ought to teU him that it 's played out 
down here — as Pendleton is. It's quite 
enough to ruin his career." 

Paul was too observant not to notice this, 
but it brought him no sense of remorse ; and 
his youthful belief in himself and his power 
kept him from concern. He felt as if he 
had done something, if only to show Don 
Caesar that the girl's weakness or ignorance 
could not be traded upon with impuniiy. 
But he was still undecided as to the course 
he should pursue. But he should determine 
that to-night. At present there seemed no 
chance of talking to her alone — she was 
unconcernedly conversing with MiUy and 
Mrs. Woods, and already the visitors who 
had been invited to this hurried lecee in his 
honor were arriving. In view of his late 
indiscretion, he nervously exerted his fullest 
powers, and in a very few minutes was sur- 
rounded by a breathless and admiring group 
of worshipers. A ludicrous resemblance to 
the scene in the Golden Gate Hotel passed 
through his mind ; he involuntarily turned 
his eyes to seek Yerba in the half-fear, half- 
expectation of meeting her mischievous smile. 
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Their glances met ; to his surprise hers was 
smileless, and instantly withdrawn, but not 
until he had been thrilled by an unconscious 
prepossession in its luminous depths that he 
scarcely dared to dwell upon. What mat- 
tered now this passage with Don Csesar or 
the plaudits of his friends ? She was proud 
of him I 

Yet, after that glance, she was shy, pre- 
occupying herself with MiUy, or even listen- 
ing sweetly to Judge Bdsier's somewhat 
practical and unromantic reminiscences of 
the deprivations and the hardships of Cali- 
fornia early days, as if to condone his past 
infelicity. She was pleasantly unaffected 
with Don Caesar, although she managed to 
draw DoSa Anna into the conversation ; she 
was imconventional, Paul fancied, to all but 
himself. Once or twice, when he had art- 
fully drawn her towards the open French 
window that led to the moonlit garden and 
shadowed veranda, she had managed to link 
Milly's arm in her own, and he was confi- 
dent that a suggestion to stroll with him in 
the open air would be followed by her invi- 
tation to Milly to accompany them. Disap- 
pointed and mortified as he was, he found 
some solace in her manner, which he still 
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believed suggested the hope that she might 
be made accessible to his persuasions. Per- 
suasions to what ? He did not know. 

The last guest had departed ; he lingered 
on the veranda with a cigar, begging his 
host and hostess not to trouble themselves to 
keep him company. Milly and Yerba had 
retired to the former's boudoir, but, as they 
had not yet formally bade him good night, 
there was a chance of their returning. He 
still stayed on in this hope for half an hour, 
and then, accepting Yerba's continued ab» 
sence as a tacit refusal of his request, he 
turned abruptly away. But as he glanced 
around the garden before reentering the 
house, he was struck by a singular circum- 
stance — a white patch, like a forgotten 
shawl, which he had observed on the distant 
ceanothus hedge, and which had at first 
thrilled him with expectation, had certainly 
changed its position. Before, it seemed to 
be near the sunmier-house ; now it was, un- 
doubtedly, farther away. Could they, or 
she alone, have slipped from the house and 
be awaiting him tliere? With a muttered 
exclamation at his stupidity he stepped has- 
tily from the veranda and walked towards it. 
But he had scarcely proceeded a dozen yards 
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be£ate it difl^peaied. He rached die 
mer-hoiifle — it wss empty; he £oUowed the 
line of hedge — no oae was thne. It could 
not hare heen her, or she would have waited, 
nnlesB he were the victini of a practical joke. 
He tamed impatii^ntly bade to the hooae, 
reentered the drawing-room by the Freneh 
window, and was eroasing the haU-lit apart* 
ment, when he heard a slight rustle in the 
shadow of die window. He locdced around 
quickly, and saw tiiat it was Yerba, in a 
white, hxMe gown, for which she had already 
exchanged her black erening dress, leaning 
back composedly on the sofa, her hands 
clasped behind her shapely head. 

^^ I am waiting for Milly,^ she said, with 
a faint smile on her lips. He fancied, in 
the moonlight that streamed upon her, that 
her beautiful face was pale. ^ She hasgone 
to the other wing to see one of the serTants 
who is ilL We thought you were on the 
veranda smoking and I should have com? 
pany, until I saw you start off, and rush up 
and down tiie hedge like mad." 

Paul felt that he was losing his self-pos- 
session, and becoming nervous in her pres* 
ence.' ** I thought it was yot^," he stammered, 

*' Me I Out in the garden at this hour^ 
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alone, and in the broad moonlight? What 
are you thinking of, Mr. Hathaway ? Do 
you know anything of convent rules, or is 
that your idea of your ward's education ? " 

He fancied that, though she smiled faintly, 
her voice was as tremulous as his own. 

^ I want to speak with you," he said, with 
awkward directness. ^^I even thought of 
asking you to stroll with me in the garden.*' 

^^Why not talk here?" she returned, 
changing her position, pointing to the other 
end of the sofa, and drawing the whole over- 
flow of her skirt to one side. ^^ It is not so 

very late, and Milly will return in a few mo- 
ments." 

Her face was in shadow now, but there 
was a glow-worm light in her beautiful eyes 
that seemed faintly to illuminate her whole 
face. He sank down on the sofa at her side, 
no longer the brilliant and ambitious poli- 
tician, but, it seemed to him^ as hopelessly a 
dreaming, inexperienced boy as when he had 
^▼en her the name that now was all he 
could think of, and the only word that rose 
to his feverish lips* 

**YerbaI'' 

*^I like to hear you say it," she said 
quickly, as if to gloss over his first omission 
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o£ her f <«nal pre£a:» aad leaaan^ a Jlide foi» 
^sxcU with, her eyes on hia. ^Onm wmdd 
think yoa had created it. YbnalmoetimdEa 
me regrt^ to looe it."^ 

He sto|)ped. He felt thai the Ittt «i* 
teDee had saved hinw ^^ It is-afthatX want- 
to speak,'" he broke oat saddenijand aLmost^ 
rudely. '^Are yoa satbfied that iimeanfr 
nothing, and can mean nothii^ to you.? 
Doea it awaken no laNnory in your nund^ — 
recall nothing yoa care to know? Think! 
I beg yoa, I imptoare yoa to faa ftaidi with 
mel" 

She looked at him with snrpmab 

'^ I have told you already that my p ra a ant 
name must be some afasard hlonden or aoma 
intuitional OQaeoaimeiit* Bot why do you 
want to know iww f ^* sh» QaBtinued^ adding 
her faint smile to the empfaaH& 

'* To help you] '* he said, eagpriy, ** ffor 
that alone ! To do all. I oan to amist yrni^ 
if you really believtt, and want to bfdiavB, 
that yon have another. To ask. you to Qon«- 
fide in me ; to tell me all you have been told^ 
all that you know, think you know, oir zmm^-to 
know about your ralationahip to tiiie AxgpsL^ 
hm — or to — any one* And then to devote 
mjvalf entirely to proving what you dmH 
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say is your desire. You see, I am frank 
with you, Yerba. I only ask you to be as 
frank with me ; to let me know your doubts, 
that I may counsel you ; your fears, that I 
may give you courage." 

*^ Is that all you came here to tell me? '* 
she asked quietly. 

^'No, Yerba," he said, eagerly, taking her 
unresisting but indifferent hand, *^ not all ; 
but all that I must say, all that I have the 
right to say, all that you, Yerba, would per- 
mit me to tell you now. But let me hope 
that the day is not far distant when I can 
tell you oZt, when you will understand that 
this silence has been the hardest sacrifice of 
the man who now speaks to you." 

^^ And yet not unworthy of a rising poli- 
tician," she added, quickly withdrawing her 
hand. ^' I agree," she went on, looking to- 
wards the door, yet without appearing to 
avoid his eager eyes, ^' and when I have set- 
tled upon ^ a local habitation and a name ' 
we shall renew this interesting conversation. 
Until then, as my fourth official guardian 
used to say — he was a lawyer, Mr. Hath- 
away, like yourself — when he was winding 
up his conjectures on the subject — all that 
has passed is to be considered ^ without pre* 
judice.' " 
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" But Yerba " — began Paul, bitterly. 

She slightly raised her hand as if to check 
him with a warning gesture. *^ Yes, dear," 
she said suddenly, lifting her musical voice, 
with a mischievous side-glance at Paul, as if 
to indicate her conception of the irony of a 
possible application, ^^ this way. Here we 
are waiting for you." Her listening ear 
had detected Milly's step in the passage, and 
in another moment that ohe^nl young wo- 
man discreetly stopped on the threshold of 
the room, with every expression of apologetic 
indiscretion in her face. 

*^We have finished our talk, and Mr. 
Hathaway has been so concerned about my 
having no real name that he has been prom- 
ising me everything, but his own, for a suit- 
able one. Have n't you, Mr. Hathaway ? " 
She rose slowly and, going over to Milly, 
put her arm around her waist and stood for 
one instant gazing at him between the cur- 
tains of the doorway. ^ Good night. My 
\rery proper chaperon is dreadfully shocked 
at this midnight interview, and is taking me 
ftway. Only think of it, Milly ; he actually 
proposed to me to walk in the garden with 
him I Good night, or, as my ancestors — 
don't forget, my ancestors — used to say: 
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' Buena noche — hctsta mcmana ! ' '^ She 
lingered over the Spanish syllables with an 
imitation of Dofia Anna's lisp, and with an- 
other smile, bnt more faint and more ghost- 
like than before, vanished with her com- 
panion. 

At eight o'clock the next morning Panl 
was standing beside his portmanteau on the 
veranda. 

*^ But this is a sudden resolution of yours, 
Hathaway," said Mr. Woods. " Can you 
not possibly wait for the next train ? The 
girls will be down then, and you can break- 
fast comfortably." 

^^ I have much to do — more than I im- 
agined — in San Francisco before I return,'^ 
said Paul, quickly. ^^ You must make my 
excuses to them and to your wife." 

>*I hope," said Woods, with an uneasy 
laugh, '^ you have had no more words with 
Don CsBsar, or he with you? " 

^^ No," said Paul, with a reassuring smile, 
^ nothing more, I assure you." 

^^ For you know you 're a devilish quick 
fellow, Hathaway," continued Woods, *^ quite 
as quick as your friend Pendleton. And, 
by the way, Baker is awfully cut up about 
that absurd speech of his, you know. Came 
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to me last iii§^ and wondeEred if anybody 
ooold dunk it was intenticHiaL I told him 
it was d— d stapid, that was alL I gaeas 
his wife had been at him. Ha! ha ! You 
see, he lem^nbers the old tunes, when ev^^y- 
body talked of these things, and that woman 
Howard was quite a character. I'm told 
she went off to the States years ^o." 

^ Possibly," said Paol^ carelessly. A5\xx 
a pause, as the carriage droye up to tike 
door, he turned to his host. ^ By tiie way. 
Woods, hare you a ghost here ? '^ 

^^ The house is old ^lougk for one. But 
no. Why?" 

^ 1 11 swear I saw a figure moving yonder, 
in the shrubbery, late last evening; and 
when I eame up to it, it most unaccountably 
disappeared." 

^Qne of Don Caesar^s servants, I dare 
say. There is one of theEn^ an Tndian, 
prowling about here, I 've been tdld, at all 
hours. I'U put a stop to it. WeU, you 
must go then ? Dreadfully sorry yon 
couldn't stop longer ! Crood-by I " 



CHAPTER IV. 

It was two months later that Mr. Tony 
Shear, of MarysviUe, but lately confidential 
clerk to the Hon. Paul Hathaway, entered 
his employer's chambers in Sacramento, and 
handed the latter a letter. 

^^ I only got back from San Francisco this 
morning ; but Mr. Slate said I was to give 
you that, and if it satisfied you, and was 
what you wanted, you would send it back to 
him." 

Paul took the envelope and opened it. It 
contained a printer's proof -slip, which he 
hurriedly glanced over. It read as follows : 

'^ Those of our readers who are familiar 
with the early history of San Francisco will 
be interested to know that an eccentric and 
irregular trusteeship, vested for the last 
eight years in the Mayor of San Francisco 
and two of our oldest citizens, was termi- 
nated yesterday by the majority of a beauti- 
ful and accomplished young lady, a pupil of 
the convent of Santa Clara. Very few, ex- 
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cept the oiig^al tmsiees, were oognizant of 
the fact diat the administration of the 
trustees has been a recognized function of 
the suocessiTe Mayors of San Francisco dur- 
ing this period ; and the mystery surround- 
ing it has been only hitely diyulged. It 
offers a touching and romantic instance of a 
surrivsJ of the old patriarchal duties of the 
former Alcaldes and the simplicity of pioneer 
days. It seems that, in the unsetded condi- 
tions of the Mexican land-titles tiiat followed 
the American occupation, the consumptive 
widow of a scion of one of the oldest Cali- 
fomian families intrusted her property and 
the custody of her infant daughter yirtually 
to the city of San Francisco, as represented 
by the trustees specified, until the girl should 
become of age. Within a year, the invalid 
mother died. With what loyalty, sagacity, 
and prudence these gentlemen fulfilled their 
trust may be gathered from the fact that Hie 
property left in their charge has not only 
been secured and protected, but increased a 
hundredfold in value; and that the young 
lady, who yesterday attained her majority, is 
not only one of the richest landed heiresses 
on the Pacific Slope, but one of the most 
accomplished and thoroughly educated of 
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her sex. It is now no secret that this favored 
child of Chrysopolis is the Doiia Maria Con- 
cepcion de Arguello de la Yerba Buena, so 
called from her ancestral property on the 
island, now owned by the Federal govern- 
ment. But it is an affecting and poetic trib- 
ute to the parent of her adoption that she 
has preferred to pass under the old, quaintly 
typical name of the city, and has been known 
to her friends simply as ' Miss Yerba 
Buena.' It is a no less pleasant and sug- 
gestive circumstance that our ^ youngest 
senator,' the Honorable Paul Hathaway, 
formerly private secretary to Mayor Ham- 
mersley, is one of the original unofScial 
trustees; while the chivalry of the older 
days is perpetuated in the person of Colonel 
Harry Pendleton, the remaining trustee." 

As soon as he had finished, Paul took a 
pencil and crossed out the last sentence; but 
instead of laying the proof aside, or return- 
ing it to the waiting secretary, he remained 
with it in his hand, his silent, set face turned 
towards the window. Whether the merely 
human secretary was tired of waiting, or the 
devoted partisan saw something on his young 
chieFs face that disturbed him, he turned to 
Paul with that exaggerated respect which his 
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teietacms as Beeieiaiy lad gnfted nponlus 
aflEectioa £or Us old aaaociile, and said : — 

^I hope nothing's wrrag, sir. Not an- 
other of those scnrriloas atlaclra on you for 
potting that bin tfaron^ to relieve Colonel 
Pendleton? Yet it was a risky thing for 
yon, sir." 

Paol started, veoovered hinwelf as if from 
some remote abstraction, and, iriih a smile, 
said: ^No, — nothing. Quite the reverse. 
Write to Mr. Slate, tiiank him, and say tiiat 
it will do Tery well — with the exception of 
the lines I have marked out. Then bring 
me the letter, and I will add this indosnre* 
Did you call on Colonel Pendleton ? " 

^ Yes, sir. He was at Santa Clara, and 
had not yet retomed, — at least, that 's what 
that dandy nigger of his told me. The airs 
and graces that that creature puts on since 
the colonel's affairs have been straightened 
out is a little too much for a white man to 
stand. Why, sir ! d — d if he did n't want 
to patronize you^ and allowed to me that 
* de Kernel ' had a ^ f ah ideah ' of you, ^ and 
thought you a promisin' young man.' The 
fact is, sir, the party is making a big mistake 
trying to give votes to that kind of cattle — 
it would only be giving two votes to the 
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other side, for, slave or free, they're the 
chattels of their old masters. And as to the 
masters' gratitude for what you Ve done af- 
fecting a single Yote of their party — you 're 
mistaken." 

^ Colonel Pendleton belongs to no party," 
said Paul, curtly; **but if his old con- 
stituents ever try to get into power again, 
they 've lost their only independent martyr." 

He presently became abstracted again, 
and Shear produced from his overcoat pocket 
a series of official-looking documents. 

** I 've brought the reports, sir." 

« Eh ? " said Paul, absently. 

The secretary stared. ^^The reports of 
the San Francisco Chief of Police that you 
asked me to get." His employer was cer* 
tainly very forgetful to-day. 

'^ Oh, yes ; thank you. You can lay them 
on my desk. I 'U look them over in Com- 
mittee. You can go now, and if any one 
calls to see me say I 'm busy." 

The secretary disappeared in the adjoining 
room, and Paul leaned back in his chair, 
thinking. He had, at last, effected the work 
he had resolved upon when he left Bosario 
two months ago; the article he had just 
read, and which would appear asan editorial 
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in the San Francisco paper the day after to^ 
morrow, was the culmination of quietly per- 
sistent labor, inquiry, and deduction, and 
would be accepted, hereafter, as authentic 
history, which, if not thoroughly established, 
at least could not be gainsaid. Immediately 
on arriving at San Francisco, he had has- 
tened to Pendleton's bedside, and laid the 
facts and his plan before him. To his min- 
gled astonishment and chagrin, the colonel 
had objected vehemently to this ^^ saddling 
of anybody's offspring on a gentleman who 
could n't defend himself," and even Paxd's 
explanation that the putative father was a 
myth scarcely appeased him. But Paul's 
timely demonstration, by relating the scene 
he had witnessed of Judge Baker's infelici- 
tous memory, that the secret was likely to be 
revealed at any moment, and that if the girl 
continued to cling to her theory, as he feared 
she would, even to the parting with her for- 
tune, they would be forced to accept it, or 
be placed in the hideous position of publish- 
ing her disgrace, at last convinced him. On 
the other hand, there was less danger of her 
positive imposition being discovered than of 
the V(igue and impositive truth. The real 
danger lay in the present uncertainty and 
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mystery, which courted surmise and invited 
discovery. Paul, himself, was willing to 
take all the responsibility, and at last ex- 
tracted from the colonel a promise of pas- 
sive assent. The only revelation he feared 
was from the interference of the mother, but 
Pendleton was strong in the belief that she 
had not only utterly abandoned the girl to 
the care of her guardians, but that she would 
never rescind her resolution to disclaim her 
relationship; that she had gone into self- 
exile for that purpose ; and that if she had 
changed her mind, he would be the first to 
know of it. On this day they had parted. 
Meantime, Paul had not forgotten another 
resolution he had formed on his first visit to 
the colonel, and had actually succeeded in 
getting legislative relief for the Golden Grate 
Bank, and restoring to the colonel some of 
his private property that had been in the 
hands of a receiver. 

This had been the background of Paul's 
meditation, which only threw into stronger 
relief the face and figure that moved before 
him as persistently as ifc had once before in 
the twilight of his room at Bosario. There 
were times when her moonlit face, with its 
faint, strange smile, stood out before him as 
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it Iiad stood out of the abadowB of the half - 
darkened drawing-rooom tbat night ; as he 
had seen it — he believed for the last time — 
framed for an instant in the parted curtains 
of the doorway, when she bade him *^ Grood- 
night." For he had never visited her since, 
and, on the attainment of her majority, had 
delegated his passing functions to Pendle- 
ton, whom he had indnoed to accompany the 
Mayor to Santa Clara for the final and for- 
mal ceremony. For the present she need not 
know how much she had been indebted to 
him for the accomplishment of her ¥dshe8. 

With a sigh he at last recalled himself to 
his duty, and, drawing the pile of reports 
which Shear had handed him, he began to 
examine them. These, again, bore reference 
to his silent, unobtmsiye inquiries. In his 
function as Chairman of Committee he had 
taken advantage of a kind of advanced moral 
legislation then in vogue, and particularly in 
reference to a certain social reform, to ex- 
amine statistics, authorities, and witnesses, 
and in this indirect but exhaustive manner 
had satisfied himself that the woman ^^ Kate 
Howard," alias " Beverly," alias " Durfree," 
had long passed beyond the ken of local po- 
lice supervision, and that in the record there 
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was no trace or indication of her ohild. He 
was going over those inf elix records of early 
transgressions with the eye of trained expe- 
rience, making notes from time to time for 
his o£ELcial use, and yet always watchful of 
his secret quest, when suddenly he stopped 
with a quickened pulse. In the record of 
an affray at a gambling-house, one of the 
parties had sought refuge in the rooms of 
**Kate Howard," who was represented be- 
fore the magistrate by her protector^ Juan 
de Argudlo.. The date given was contem- 
porary with the beginning of the Trust, but 
that proved nothing. But the name — had 
it any significance, or was it a grim coinci- 
dence, that spoke even more terribly and 
hopelessly of the woman's promiscuous 
frailty? He again attacked the entire re- 
port, but there was no other record of her 
name. Even that would have passed any 
eye less eager and watchful than his own. 

He laid the reports aside, and took up the 
proof-slip again. Was there any man living 
but himself and Pendleton who would con- 
nect these two statements ? That her rela- 
tions with this Arg^ello were brief and not 
generally known was evident from Pendle- 
ton's ignorance of the fact. But he must 
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wee lam again, and at once. Peiliaps he 
migbt have acqiOTed some information from 
Yerba ; tbe yoong girl might have given to 
hia age that confidence ahe had withheld 
from the younger man ; indeed, he remem- 
bered with a flush it was partly in that hope 
he had induced the colonel to go to Santa 
Chmi, He put the proof-slip in his pocket 
and stepped to the door of the next room. 

^^ Yon need not write that letter to Shite, 
Tony. I will see him myself. I am going 
to San Francisco to-night.*' 

^ And do you want anything copied from 
the reports, sir ? " 

Paul quickly swept them from the table 
into his drawer, and locked it. ^ Not now, 
thank you. I '11 finish my notes later." 

The next morning Paul was in San Fran- 
cisco, and had again crossed the portals 
of the Golden Grate Hotel. He had been 
already told that the doom of that palatial 
edifice was sealed by the laying of the comer- 
stone of a new erection in the next square 
that should utterly eclipse it ; he even fan- 
cied that it had already lost its freshness, and 
its meretricious glitter had been tarnished. 
But when he had ordered his breakfast he 
made his way to the public parlor, happily 
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deserted at that early hour. It was here 
that he had first seen her. She was stand- 
ing there, by that mirror, when their eyes 
first met in a sudden instinctiye sympathy. 
She herself had remembered and confessed 
it. He recalled the pleased yet conscious, 
girUsh superiority with which she had re- 
ceived the adulation of her friends; his 
memory of her was broad enough now eyen 
to identify Milly, as it repeopled the vacant 
and silent room. 

An hour later he was making his way to 
Colonel Pendleton's lodgings, and half ex- 
pecting to find the St. Charles Hotel itself 
transformed by the eager spirit of improve- 
ment. But it was still there in all its bar- 
baric and provincial incongruity. Public 
opinion had evidently recognized that noth- 
ing save the absolute razing of its warped 
and flimsy walls could effect a change, and 
waited for it to collapse suddenly like the 
house of cards it resembled. Paul wondered 
for a moment if it were not ominous of its 
lodgers' hopeless inability to accept changed 
conditions, and it was with a feeling of 
doubt that he even now ascended the creak- 
ing staircase. But it was instantly dissipated 
on the threshold of the colonel's sitting-room 
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by the appearance of George and his recep* 
tion of his master's guest. 

The grizzled negro was arrayed in a sur- 
prisingly new suit of blue doth ¥dth a por- 
tentous white waistcoat and an enormous 
crumpled white cravat, that gave him the 
appearance of suffering from a glandular 
swelling. His manner had, it seemed to 
Paul, advanced in exaggeration with his 
dothes. Dusting a chair and offering it to 
the visitor, he remained gracefully posed with 
his hand on the back of another. 

^^ Yo' finds us heah yet, Marse Hathaway," 
he began, elegantly toying ¥dth an enormous 
silver watch-chain, ^^fo' de Kernel he don' 
bin find contagious apartments dat at all 
approximate, and he don' build, for his 
mind 's not dat settled dat he ain't goin' to 
trabbeL De place is low down, sah, and de 
f o'ks is low down, and dah 's a heap o' white 
trash dat has congested under de roof ob de 
hotel since we came. But we uses it tem- 
per'ly, sah, f o' de present, and in a dissolu- 
tory fashion." 

It struck Paul that the contiguity of a 
certain barber's shop and its dangerous rem- 
iniscences had something to do with George's 
lofty depreciation of his surroundings, and 
he could not help saying : — 
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^^ Then you don't find it necessary to have 
it convenient to the barber's shop any more? 
I am glad of that, George." 

The shot told. The mifortunate George, 
after an endeayor to collect himself by alter- 
ing his pose two or three times in rapid suc- 
cession, finally collapsed, and, with an air of 
mingled pain and dignity, but without losing 
his ceremonious politeness or unique vocab- 
ulary, said: — 

*^ Yo' got me dah, sah I Yo' got me dah I 
De infirmities o' human natcheh, sah, is de 
common p'operty ob man, and a gemplum 
like yo'self, sah, a legislato' and a pow'ful 
speakah, is de lass one to hoi' it agin de in- 
dividal pusson. I confess, sah, de circum- 
stances was propiskuous, de fees f ahly good, 
and de risks inferior. De gemplum who 
kept de shop was an artess hisself, and had 
been niggah to Kernel Henderson of Tennes- 
see, and de gemplum I relieved was a Mr. 
Johnson. But de Kernel, he wouldn't see 
it in dat light, sah, and if yo'don' mind, 
sah" — 

*^I have n't tiie slightest idea of telling the 
colonel or anybody, George," said Paul, 
smiling; ^*and I am glad to find on your 
own account that you are able to put aside 
any work beyond your duty here." 
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"« Thank 70', sab. If yo'11 let me intio- 
dace 70' to de lefreshment, 70' 'U find it aU 
right now. De Glencoe is dah. De Kernel 
will be here soon, bnt he would be pow'fnl 
mo'tified, sah, if 70' didn't hab something 
af o' he come." He opened a well-filled side- 
board as he spoke. It was the first eyidence 
Paul had seen of the colonel's restored fop- 
tones. He wonld willingl7 have contented 
himself with this mere outward manifesta- 
tion, but in his desire to soothe the ruffled 
dignit7 of the old man he consented to par- 
take of a small glass of spirits. Greorge at 
once became radiant and oommunicatiYe. 
^ De Kernel bin gone to Santa Clara to see 
de 70ung lad7 dat 's finished her edercation 
dah — de Kernel's onty ward, ' sah. She 's 
one o' dose million-heiresses and highl7 con- 
nected, sah, wid de old Mexican Grobbermen, 
I understand. And I reckon de7 's bin big 
goin's on doun dar, foh de Mayer kem his- 
self fo' de Kernel. Looks like des might 
bin a proceshon, sah. Yo' don' know of a 
young lad7 bin hab a title, sah ? I won't 
be shuah, his Honah de Ma7er or de Kernel 
did n't sa7 someting about a * Donna.' " 

" Ver7 likely, " said Paul, turning away 
with a faint smile. So it was already in the 
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air I Setting aside the old negro's oharao^ 
teristic exaggeration, there had already been 
some conyersation between the colonel and 
the Mayor, which George had vaguely over- 
heard. He might be too late, the alternative 
might be no longer in his hands. But his 
discomposure was heightened a moment later 
by the actual apparition of the returning 
Pendleton. 

He was dressed in a tightly buttoned blue 
frock-coat, which fairly accented his tall, thin 
military figure, although the top lappel was 
thrown far enough back to show a fine ruffled 
cambric shirt and checked gingham necktie, 
and was itself adorned with a white rosebud 
in the button -hole. Fawn -colored trousers 
strapped over narrow patent-leather boots, 
and a tall white hat, whose broad mourning- 
band was a perpetual memory of his mother, 
who had died in his boyhood, completed his 
festal transformation. Yet his erect carriage, 
high aquUine nose, and long gray drooping 
moustache lent a distinguishing g^race to this 
survival of a bygone fashion, and over-rode 
any irreverent comment. Even his slight 
limp seemed to give a peculiar character to 
his massive gold-headed stick, and made it a 
part of his formal elegance. 
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Handing George his stick and a military 
cape he carried easily over his left arm, he 
greeted Paul warmly, yet with a return of 
his old dominant manner. 

*' Glad to see you, Hathaway, and glad to 
see the boy has served you better than the 
last time. If I had known you were coming, 
I would have tried to get back in time to 
haye breakfast with you. But your friends 
at ' Bosario ' — I think they caU it ; in my 
time it was owned by Colonel Briones, and 
he called it ' The Devil's Little Cafion ' — 
detained me with some d — d civilities. Let 's 
see — his name is Woods, is n't it ? Used to 
sell rum to runaway sailors on Long Wharf, 
and take stores in exchange? Or was it 
Baker? — Judge Baker? I forget which. 
Well, sir, they wished to be remembered." 

It struck Paul, perhaps unreasonably, 
that the colonel's indifference and digression 
were both a little assumed, and he asked 
abruptly, — 

" And you fulfilled your mission ? " 

^^I made the formal transfer, with the 
Mayor, of the property to Miss Arguello." 

"ToMissArgueUo?" 

*^ To the Dofia Maria Concepcion de Ar- 
guello de la Yerba Buena— -to speak pre- 
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cisely, '* said the colonel, slowly. ^ Georgei 
you can take that hat to that blank hatter— 
what's his blanked name? I read it only 
yesterday in a list of the prominent citizens 
here -and teU Um, ^th my oompUments, 
that I want a genUematCs mourning band 
around my hat, and not a child's shoelace. 
It may be his idea of the value of his own 
parents — if he ever had any — but I don't 
care for him to appraise mine. Go I " 

As the door closed upon George, Paul 
turned to the colonel — 

*'*' Then am I to understand that you have 
agreed to her story? " 

The colonel rose, picked up the decanter, 
poured out a glass of whiskey, and holding it 
in his hand, said : — 

^^My dear Hathaway, let us understand 
each other. As a gentleman, I have made a 
point through life never to question the age, 
name, or family of any lady of my acquaint- 
ance. Miss Yerba Buena came of age yes- 
terday, and, as she is no longer my ward, 
she is certainly entitled to the consideration 
I have just mentioned. If she, therefore, 
chooses to tack to her name the whole Span- 
ish directory, I don't see why I should n'fe 
accept it." 
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Characteristic as this speech appeared to 
be of the colonel's ordinary manner, it 
struck Paul as being only an imitation of his 
usual frank independence, and made him 
uneasily conscious of some vague desertion 
on Pendleton's part. He fixed his bright 
eyes on his host, who was ostentatiously sip* 
ping his liquor, and said : — 

^^ Am I to understand that you have heard 
nothing more from Miss Yerba, either for or 
against her story? That you still do not 
know whether she has deceived herself, has 
been deceived by others, or is deceiving us?" 

"After what I have just told you, Mr. 
Hathaway," said tiie colonel, with an in- 
creased exaggeration of manner which Paul 
thought must be apparent even to himself, 
" I should have but one way of dealing with 
questions of that kind from anybody but 
yourself." 

This culminating extravagance — taken in 
connection with Pendleton's passing doubts 
— actually forced a laugh from Paul in spite 
of his bitterness. 

Colonel Pendleton's face flushed quickly. 
Like most positive one-idea'd men, he was 
restricted from any possible humorous oom- 
bination, and only felt a mysterious sense of 
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being detected in some weakness. He put 
down his glass. 

^^ Mr. Hathaway," he began, with a slight 
vibration in his usual dominant accents, ^^you 
have lately put me under a sense of personal 
obligation for a favor which I felt I could 
accept without derogation from a younger 
man, because it seemed to be one not only of 
youthful generosity but of justice, and was 
not unworthy the exalted ambition of a young 
man like yourself or the simple deserts of an 
old man such as I am. I accepted it, sir, 
the more readily, because it was entirely un- 
solicited by me, and seemed to be the spon- 
taneous offering of your own heart. If I 
have presumed upon it to express myself 
freely on other matters in a way that only 
excites your ridicule, I can but offer you an 
apology, sir. If I have accepted a favor I 
can neither renounce nor return, I must take 
the consequences to myself, and even beg 
you^ sir, to put up with them." 

Eemorseful as Paul felt, there was a sin- 
gular resemblance between the previous re- 
proachful pose of George and this present 
attitude of his master, as if the mere propin- 
quity of personal sacrifice had made them 
alike, that struck him with a mingled pathos 
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and lodicronBiiess. Bat he said inmnlyy 
^ It is I who mnjBt apologise, my dear colo- 
neL I am not laughing at your oondnsions, 
but at this cdngolar ooincidenoe with a dis- 
covery I have made.** 

•*Ashow, sir?** 

** I find in the report of the Chief of the 
Police for the year 1850 that Kate Howard 
was nnder the protection of a man named 
Arg^oello." 

The coloneFs exaggeration instantly left 
him. He stared blankly at PaoL *^And 
yon call this a laughing matter, sir?" he 
said sternly, but in his more nataral manner. 

*^ Perhaps not, but I don't think, if you 
will allow me to say so, my dear ooloneU 
that you have been treating the whole affair 
very seriously. I left you two months ago 
utterly opposed to views which you are now 
treating as of no importance. And yet you 
wish me to believe that nothing has hap- 
pened, and that you have no further infor- 
mation than you had then. That this is so, 
and that you are really no nearer the facts^ 
I am willing to believe from your ignorance 
of what I have just told you, and your con- 
cern at it. But that you have not been in- 
fluenced in your judgment of what you do 
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know, I cannot believe ? " He drew nearer 
Pendleton, and laid his hand upon his arm. 
^' I beg you to be frank with me, for the 
sake of the person whose interests I see you 
have at heart. In what way will the dis« 
oovery I have just made affect them ? You 
are not so far prejudiced as to be blind to 
the fact that it may be dangerous because it 
seems corroborative." 

Pendleton coughed, rose, took his stick, 
and limped up and down the room, finally 
dropping into an armchair by the window, 
with his cane between his knees, and the 
drooping gray silken threads of his long 
moustache curled nervously between his 
fingers. 

^' Mr. Hathaway, I vsUl be frank with yon. 
I know nothing of this blank affair — blank 
it all I — but what I Ve told you. Your dis- 
covery may be a coincidence, nothing more. 
But I have been influenced, sir, — influenced 
by one of the most perfect goddess-like-— 
yes, sir ; one of the most simple girlish crea- 
tures that God ever sent upon earth. A 
woman that I should be proud to claim as 
my daughter, a woman that would always 
be the superior of any man who dare aspire 
to be her husbsmd I A young lady as peer- 
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less in her beanly as she is in her aooom- 
plishments, and whose equal don't walk this 
planet I I know, sir, you don't follow me ; 
I know, Mr. Hathaway, your Puritan pre- 
judices; your Church proclivities; your 
worldly sense of propriety ; and, above all, 
sir, the blanked hypocritical Pharisaic doc- 
trines of your party — I mean no offense to 
you^ sir, personally — blind you to that girl's 
perfections. She, poor child, herself has 
seen it and felt it ; but never, in her blame- 
less innocence and purity, suspecting the 
cause. ^ There is,' she said to me last night, 
confidentially, ' something strangely antag- 
onistic and repellent in our natures, some 
undefined and nameless barrier between our 
ever understanding each other.' You com- 
prehend, Mr. Hathaway, she does full justice 
to your intentions and your unquestioned 
abilities. * I am not blind,' she said, ^to Mr. 
Hathaway's gifts, and it is very possible 
the fault lies with me.' Her very words, 
sir." 

*^ Then you believe she is perf ectiy igno- 
rant of her real mother ? " asked Paul, with 
a steady voice, but a whitening face. 

^^ As an unborn child, " said the colonel, 
emphatically. *^ The snow on the Sierras is 
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not more spotlessly pure of any trace or con^ 
tamination of the mud of the mining ditches, 
than she of her mother and her past. The 
knowledge of it, the mere breath of suspicion 
of it, in her presence would be a prof anation, 
sir I Look at her eye — open as the sky 
and as clear ; look at her face and figure — 
as clean, sir, as a Blue-Grass thoroughbred I 
Look at the way she carries herself, whether 
in those white f rillings of her simple school- 
gown, or that black evening dress that makes 
her look like a princess I And, blank me, if 
she is n't one I There 's no poor stock there 
— no white trash — no mixed blood, sir. 
Blank it all, sir, if it comes to that — the 
Arguellos — if there 's a hound of them liv- 
ing — might go down on their knees to have 
their name borne by such a creature I By 
the Eternal, sir, if one of them dared to cross 
her path with a word that was n't abject — 
yes, sir, abject^ I'd wipe his dust off the 
earth and send it back to his ancestors be« 
fore he knew where he was, or my name is n't 
Harry Pendleton ! " 

Hopeless and inconsistent as all this was, 
it was a wonderful sight to see the colonel, 
his dark stem face illuminated with a zeal- 
ot's enthusiasm, his eyes on fire, the ends of 
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Ilis gray moustache curling around his set 
jaw, his head thrown back, his legs astride, 
and his gold-headed stick held in the hollow 
of his elbow, like a lance at rest I Paul saw 
it, and knew that this Quixotic transforma- 
tion was part of her triumph, and yet had a 
miserable consciousness that the charms of 
this Dulcinea del Toboso had scarcely been 
exaggerated. He turned his eyes away, and 
said quietly, — 

**Then you don^t think this coincidence 
will ever awaken any suspicion in regard to 
her real mother ? " 

*^Not in the least, sir — not in the least," 
said the colonel, yet, perhaps, with more dog« 
gedness than conviction of accent. ^^ No- 
body but yourself would ever notice that 
police report, and the connection of that 
woman's name with his was not notorious, 
or I should have known it." 

*' And you believe," continued Paul hope- 
lessly, ^Uhat Miss Yerba's selection of the 
name was purely accidental? " 

** Purely — a school-girl's fancy. Fancy, 
did I say? No, sir; by Jove, an inspira- 
tion 1 " 

^^And," continued Paul, almost mechan- 
ically, ^^you do not think it may be some 
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insidious suggestion of an enemy who knew 
of this transient relation that no one soa. 
pected ? " 

To his final a m azement Pendleton's brow 
cleared ! ^' An enemy ? Gad t you may be 
right. I 'U look into it ; and, if that is the 
case, which I scarcely dare hope for, Mr. 
Hathaway, you can safely leave him to me.^* 

He looked so supremely confident in his 
fatuous heroism that Paul could say no 
more. He rose and, with a faint smile 
upon his pale face, held out his hand. ^^ I 
think that is all I have to say. When you 
see Miss Yerba again, — as you will, no 
doubt, — you may tell her that I am c6n- 
scious of no misunderstanding on my part, 
except, perhaps, as to the best way I could 
serve her, and that, but for what she has 
told you, I should certainly have carried 
away no remembrance of any misnnder. 
standing of hers.^^ 

*' Certainly," said the colonel, with cheer- 
ful philosophy, ^^ I will carry your message 
witii pleasure. You understand how it is, 
Mr. Hathaway. There is no accounting for 
these instincts — we can only accept them as 
they are. But I believe that your inten- 
tions, sir, were strictiy according to what 
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yma conceived to be your daty. Yoa won't 
take something before yoa go ? Well, then 
— good-by." 

Two weeks later Paul found among his 
morning letters an envelope addressed in 
Colonel Pendleton's boyish scrawling hand. 
He opened it with an eagerness that no 
studied self-control nor rigid preoccupation 
of his duties had yet been able to subdue, 
and glanced hurriedly at its contents : — 

Deab Snt, — As I am on the point of 
sailing to Europe to-morrow to escort Miss 
Arguello and Miss Woods on an extended 
visit to England and the Continent, I am 
desirous of inf ormmg you that I have thus 
far been unable to find any foundation for 
the suggestions thrown out by you in our 
last interview. Miss Arguello's Spanish 
acquidntances have been very select, and 
limited to a few school friends and Don 
CsBsar and Dofia Anna Briones, tried friends, 
who are also feUow-passengers with us to 
Europe. Miss Arguello suggests that some 
political difference between you and Don 
Cssar, which occurred during your visit to 
fiosario three months ago, may have, per- 
l^pSf given rise to your supposition. She 



' 
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joins me in best wishes for your publio 
career, which even in the distraction of for- 
eign travel and the obligations of her posi- 
tion she will follow from time to time with 
the greatest interest. 
Very respectfolly jours, 

Harbt Fendlbioh. 
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BhadowB of the Allee / to see even a tightly 
jacketed cayalryman naturally walking widi 
Clarchen and her two round-faced and drab- 
haired young charges ; to watch the return- 
ing invaUd procession, very real and very 
human, each individual intensely involved 
in the atoosphere of his own U^-s; 
and very good after that to turn into the 
Thiergarten, where the animals, were, how- 
ever, chiefly of his own species, and shame- 
lessly and openly amusing themselves. It 
was pleasant to contrast it with his first 
visit to the place three months before, and 
correct his crude impressions. And it was 
still more pleasant suddenly to recognize, 
under the round flat cap of a general officer, 
a former traveler who was fond of talking 
with him about America with an intelli- 
gence and understanding of it that Paul 
had often missed among his own traveled 
countrymen. It was pleasant to hear his 
unaffected and simple greeting, to renew 
their old acquaintance, and to saunter back 
to the hotel together through the long twi- 
Ught. 

They were only a few squares from the 
hotel, when Paul's attention was attracted 
by the curiosily and delight of two or three 
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children before him, who appeared to be fol- 
lowing a quaint-looking figure that was evi- 
dently not unfamiliar to them. It appeared 
to be a servant in a striking Uyeiy of green 
with yellow facings and crested silver but- 
tons, but still more remarkable for the inde- 
scribable mingling of jaunty ease and con- 
scious dignity with which he carried off his 

and yet so vaguely reminiscent in his pecu- 
liar walk and the exaggerated swing of his 
light bamboo cane that Paul could not only 
understand the childish wonder of the 
passers-by, who turned to look after him, 
but was stirred with a deeper curiosity. He 
quickened his pace, but was unable to dis- 
tinguish anything of the face or features of 
the stranger, except that his hair under his 
cocked hat appeared to be tightly curled 
and powdered. Paul's companion, who was 
amused at what [seemed to be the Ameri- 
can's national curiosiiy, had seen the figure 
before. ^*A servant in the suite of some 
Eastern Altease visiting the baths. Yon 
will see stranger things, my friend, in the 
Strudle Bad. JPar easampUj your own 
countrymen, too ; the one who has enriched 
himself by that pork of Chicago, or that 
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shadows of the Allee ; to see eyen a tightly 
jacketed cavalryman naturaUy walking with 
Clarchen and her two round-faced and drab* 
haired young charges ; to watch the return- 
ing invalid procession, very real and very 
human, each individual intensely involved 
In the atmosphere of his own symptoms ; 
and very good after that to turn into the 
Thiergarten, where the animals, were, how- 
ever, chiefly of his own species, and shame- 
lessly and openly amusing themselves. It 
was pleasant to contrast it with his first 
visit to the place three months before, and 
correct his crude impressions. And it was 
still more pleasant suddenly to recognize, 
under the round flat cap of a general officer, 
a former traveler who was fond of talking 
with him about America with an intelli- 
gence and understanding of it that Paid 
had often missed among his own traveled 
countrymen. It was pleasant to hear his 
unaffected and simple greeting, to renew 
their old acquaintance, and to saunter back 
to the hotel together through the long twi- 
Kght. 

They were only a few squares from the 
hotel, when Paul's attention was attracted 
by the curiosity and delight of two or three 
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children before him, who appeared to be fol- 
lowing a quainUooking figare that was evi- 
dently not nnfamiliar to them. It appeared 
to be a servant in a striking Uvery of green 
with yellow facings and crested silver but- 
tons, but still more remarkable for the inde- 
scribable mingling of jaunty ease and con- 
scious digniiy with which he carried off his 
finery. There was something so singular 
«id y«t so Taguely reminiscent in his pecn. 
liar walk and the exaggerated swing of his 
light bamboo cane that Paul could not only 
understand the childish wonder of the 
passers-by, who turned to look after him, 
but was stirred with a deeper curiosity. He 
quickened his pace, but was unable to dis- 
tinguish anything of the face or features of 
the stranger, except that his hair under his 
cocked hat appeared to be tightly curled 
and powdered. Paul's companion, who was 
amused at what [seemed to be the Ameri- 
can's national curiosity, had seen the figure 
before. *^A servant in the suite of some 
Eastern Altesse visiting the baths. You 
will see stranger things, my friend, in the 
Strudle Bad. I^ar example^ your own 
countrymen, too ; the one who has enriched 
himself by that pork of Chicago, or that 
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soap, or this candle, in a carriage with the 
crest of the title he has bought in Italy with 
his dollars, and his beautiful daughters, who 
are seeking more titles with possible matri- 
monial contingencies." 

After an early dinner, Paul found his way 
to the little theatre. He had already been 
struck by a highly colored poster near the 
Bahnhof^ purporting that a distinguished 
German company would give a representa- 
tion of " Uncle Tom's Cabin," and certain 
peculiarities in the pictorial advertisement 
of the tableaux gave promise of some enter- 
tainment. He found the theatre fairly full; 
there was the usual contingent of ahonnirte 
officers, a fair sprinkling of English and 
German travelers, but apparently none of 
his own countrymen. He had no time to 
examine the house more closely, for the 
play, commencing with simple punctuality, 
not only far exceeded the promise of die 
posters, but of any previous performance of 
the play he had witnessed. Transported at 
once to a gorgeous tropical region — the 
shive States of America — resplendent with 
the fruits and palms of Mauritius, and peo- 
pled exclusively with Paul and Virginia's 
companions in striped cotton, Hathaway 
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managed to keep a composed face, until the 
arrival of the good Southern planter St. 
Olair as one of the earlier portraits of Groe- 
the, in top boots, light kerseymere breeches, 
redingote and loose Byron collar, compelled 
him to shrink into the upper comer of the 
box i^^ith his handkerchief to his face« 
Luckily, the action passed as the natural 
effect upon a highly sympathetic nature of 
religious interviews between a round-faced 
flaxen-haired "Kleine Eva" and "Onkeel 
Tome," occasionally assisted by a Dissent- 
ing clergyman in Geneva bands; of exces- 
sive brutality with a cattle whip by a Zamiel- 
like Legree ; of the sufferings of a runaway 
negro Zimmermadchen with a child three 
shades lighter than herself ; and of a painted 
canvas "man-hunt," where apparently four 
well known German composers on horse- 
back, with flowing hair, top boots, and a 
Cor de chasse^ were pursuing, with the aid 
of a pack of fox hounds, "the much too 
deeply abused and yet spiritually elevated 
Onkeel Tome." Paul did not wait for the 
final apotheosis of " der Kleine Eva," but, 
in the silence of a hushed audience, made 
his way into the corridor and down the stair- 
case. He was passing an open door marked 
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** Direction," when liis attention was ahazply 
attracted hj a small gathering aroond it 
and the sounds of indignant dechunation. 
It was the voice of a countryman — more 
than that, it was a familiar yoioe, that he 
had not heard for three years — the Toioe of 
Colonel Harry Pendleton I . 

^Tell him," said Pendleton, in scathing 
tones, to some invisible interpreter,^ ^^^ tell, 
him, sir, that a more infamous caricature of 
the blankest caricature that ever maligned 
a free people, sir, I never before had the 
honor of witnessing. Tell him that /, sir 
— I, Harry Pendleton, of Kentucky, a 
Southerner, sir — an old slaveholder, sir, 
declare it to be a tissue of falsehoods unwor- 
thy the credence of a Christian civilization 
like this — unworthy the attention of the 
distinguished ladies and gentlemen that are 
gathered here to-night. Tell him, sir, he 
has been imposed upon. Tell him I am re- 
sponsible — give him my card and address 
— - personally responsible ' for what I say. 
If he wants proofs — blank it all! — teU 
him you yourself have been a slave — my 
slave, sir! Take o£E your hat, sir I Ask 
him to look at you — ask him if he thinks 
you ever looked or could look like that lop- 
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eared, psalm-singing, white-headed hypocrite 
on the stage I Ask him, sir, if he thinks 
that blank ringmaster they call St. Clair 
looks like Jlfe/" 

At this astounding exordium Paul eagerly 
pressed forward and entered the bureau. 
There certainly was Colonel Pendleton, in 
spotless evening dress; erect, flashing, and 
indignant; his aquiline nose lifted like a 
hawk's beak over his quarry, his iron-gray 
moustache, now white and waxed, parted 
like a swallow's tail over his handsome 
mouth, and between him and the astounded 
*^ Direction" stood the apparition of the 
Allee — George I There was no mistaking 
him now. What Paul had thought was a 
curled wig or powder was the old negro's 
own white knotted wool, and the astounding 
livery he wore was carried ofiE as no one but 
George could carry it. 

But he was still more amazed when the 
old servant, in a German as exaggerated, as 
incoherent, but still as fluent and persuasive 
as his own native speech, began an extrava- 
gant but perfectly dignified and diplomatic 
translation of his master's protests. Where 
and when, by what instinct, he had assimi- 
lated and made bis own the grotesque inver- 
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sions and ponderous sentimentalities of Ten- 
tonic phrasing, Paul could not guess ; but it 
was with breathless wonder that he presently 
became aware that, so perfect and convin- 
cing was the old man's style and deportment, 
not only the simple officials but even the 
bystanders were profoundly impressed by 
this farrago of absurdity. A happy word 
here and there, the full title and rank given, 
even with a slight exaggeration, to each in- 
dividual, brought a deep and guttural ^^ So ! " 
from lips that would have found it difficult 
to repeat a line of his ceremonious idiocy. 

In their preoccupation neither the colonel 
nor George had perceived Paul's entrance, 
but, as the old servant turned with magnifi- 
cent courtesy towards the bystanders, his 
eyes fell upon Paul. A flash of surprise, 
triumph, and satisfaction lit up his rolling 
eyes. Paul instantly knew that he not only 
recognized him, but that he had already 
heard of and thoroughly appreciated a cer- 
tain distinguished position that Paul had 
lately held, and was quick to apply it. In- 
tensifying for a moment the grandiloquence 
of his manner, he called upon his master's 
most distinguished and happily arrived old 
friend, the Lord Lieutenant Governor of 
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the Golden Califomias, to corroborate his 
statement. Colonel Pendleton started, and 
grasped Paul's hand warmly. Paul tamed 
to the abeady halE-mollified Director with 
the diplomatic suggestion that the vivid and 
realistic acting of the admirable company 
which he himself had witnessed had perhaps 
unduly excited his old friend, even as it had 
imdoubtedly thrown into greater relief the 
usual exaggerations of dramatic representa- 
tion, and the incident terminated with a 
profusion of apologies, and the most cordial 
expressions of international good feeling on 
both sides. 

Yet, as they turned away from the the- 
atre together, Paul could not help noticing 
that, although the colonel's first greeting 
had been spontaneous and unaffected, it was 
succeeded by an uneasy reserve. Paul made 
no attempt to break it, and confined him- 
self to a few general inquiries, ending by 
inviting the colonel to sup with him at the 
hotel. Pendleton hesitated. *^ At any other 
time, Mr. Hathaway, I should have insisted 
upon you, as the stranger, supping with me ; 
but since the absence of — of — the rest of 
my party — I have given up my suite of 
rooms at the Bad Hof, and have tidceii. 
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smaller lodgings for myself and the boy at 
the Schwartze Adler. Miss Woods and 
Miss Argaello have accepted an invitation 
to spend a few days at the villa of the Baron 
and Baroness von Schilprecht — an hour or 
two from here." He lingered over the title 
with an odd mingling of impressiveness and 
inquiry, and glanced at FauL But Hatha- 
way exhibiting neither emotion nor surprise 
at the mention of Yerba's name or the title 
of her host, he continued, ** Miss Arguello, 
I suppose you know, is immensely admired : 
she has been, sir, the acknowledged belle 
of Strudle Bad." 

'*I can readily believe it,** said Paul, 
simply. 

*^ And has taken the position — the posi- 
tion, sir, to which she is entitled." 

Without appearing to notice the slight 
challenge in Pendleton's tone, Paul returned, 
^^ I am glad to hear it. The more partic- 
ularly as, I believe, the Germans are great 
sticklers for position and pedigree." 

"You are right, sir — quite right: they 
are," said the colonel, proudly — " although '* 

— with a certain premeditated deliberation 

— "I have been credibly informed that the 
King can, in certain cases, if he chooses^ 
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Bupply — yes, sir — supply a favored person 
with ancestors — yes, sir, with ancestors I '* 

Paul cast a qnick glance at his com- 
panion. 

^^Yes, sir — that is, we will say, in the 
case of a lady of inferior rank — or even 
birth, the King of these parts can, on her 
marriage with a nobleman — blank it all I — 
ennoble her father and mother, and their 
fathers and mothers, though they've been 
dead, or as good as dead, for years." 

^^ I am afraid that 's a slight exaggeration 
of the rare custom of granting ^ noble lands,' 
or estates that carry hereditary titles with 
them," said Paul, more emphatically, per- 
haps, than the occasion demanded. 

" Fact, sir — Oeorge there knows it all,** 
said Pendleton. ^^He gets it from the 
other servants. I don't speak the language, 
sir, but he does. Picked it up in a year." 

^^ I must compliment him on his fluency, 
certainly," said Paul, looking at George. 

The old servant smiled, and not without a 
certain condescension. ^^Yes, sah; I don* 
say to a scholar like yo'self , sah, dat I 'se 
Jk de graodmatioal p^cUok-Vat as fah, 
sah — as fah as de idiotisms ob de language 
goes. Sah — it 's gen'Uy allowed I 'm dar t 
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As to what Marse Hany says ob de igno- 
bling ob predecessors, I 've bad it, sab, from 
de best autority, sab — de furst, I may say, 
sab — de real prima facie men — de gem* 
plmn ob bis Serene EQgbness, in de korse 
eb ordinary oonversasbun, sab." 

** Tbat 'U do, George," said Pendleton, 
witb paternal brusqueness. ^^ Run on ahead 
and tell that blank chamberlain that Mr. 
Hathaway is one of my friends — and have 
supper accordingly." As the negro has- 
tened away he turned to Paul: *' What he 
says is true : he 's the most popular man or 
boy in all Strudle Bad — a devilish sight 
more than his master — and goes anywhere 
where / can't go. Princes and princesses 
stop and talk to him in the street; the 
Grand Duke asked permission to have him 
up in his carriage at the races the other day; 
and, by the Eternal, sir, he gives the style 
to all the flunkeys in town I " 

*^ And I see, he dresses the character," 
observed PauL 

"His own idea — entirely. And, by 
Jove I he proves to be right. You can't do 
anything here without a uniform. And 
they tell me he's got everything correct^ 
down to the crest on the buttons." 
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They walked on in silence for a few mo- 
ments, Pendleton retaining a certain rigid- 
ity of step and bearing which Paul had 
come to recognize as indicating some unea- 
siness or mental disturbance on his part. 
Hathaway had no intention of precipitating 
the confidence of his companion. Perhaps 
experience had told him it would come soon 
enough. So he spoke carelessly of himself. 
How the need of a year's relaxation and 
change had brought him abroad, his jour- 
neyings, and, finally, how he had been ad- 
vised by his German physician to spend a 
few weeks at Strudle Bad preparatory to 
the voyage home. Yet he was perfectly 
aware that the colonel from time to time 
cast a furtive glance at his face. **And 
^01^," he said in conclusion — ^^ when do 
you intend to return to California ? " 

The colonel hesitated slightly. ^'I shall 
remain in Europe until Miss Arguello is — 
settled — I mean," he added hurriedly, " un- 
til she has — ahem ! — completed her edu- 
cation in foreign ways and customs. You 
see, Hathaway, I have constituted myself, 
after a certain fashion, I may say — still, 
her guardian. I am an old man, with 
neither kith nor kin myself, sir — I 'm a 
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little too old-fashioned for the boys over 
there " — with a vague gesture towards the 
west, which, however, told Paul how near 
it still was to him. ^^But then, among the 
old fogys here — blank it all! — it isn't 
noticed. So I look after her, you see, or 
rather make myself responsible for her gen- 
erally — although, of course, she has other 
friends and associates, you understand, more 
of her own age and tastes.'' 

" And I 've no doubt aho 's perfectly sat- 
isfied," said Paul in a tone of conviction. 

" Well, yes, sir, I presmno so," said the 
colonel slowly ; ** bat I Ve sometimes 
thought, Mr. Hathaway, that it would have 
been better if she'd have had a woman's 
care — the protection you understand, of an 
elderly woman of society. That seems to 
be the style here, you know — a chaperon, 
they call it. Now, Milly Woods, you see, 
is about the same age, and the Doila Anna, 
of course, is older, but — blank it ! — she 's 
as big a flirt as the rest — I mean," he 
added, correcting himself sharply, ^^she 
lacks balance, sir, and — what shall I call 
it ? — self-abnegation." 

" Then Doila Anna is still of your party ? ** 
asked PauL 
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^ She is, sir, and her brother, Don C»sar. 
I have thought it advisable, on Yerba's ac- 
count, to keep up as much as possible the 
suggestion of her Spanish relationship — al- 
^ough by reason of their absurd ignorance 
of geography and political divisions out 
herefthfre is aprevaiKng impression that she 
is a South American* A fact, sir. I have 
myself been mistaken for the Dictator of 
one of these infernal Bepublics, and I have 
been pointed out as ruling over a million or 
two of niggers like George ! *' 

There was no trace of any conception of 
humor in the colonel's face, although he ut- 
tered a short laugh, as if in polite accep- 
tance of the possibility that Paul might have 
one. Far from that, his companion, look- 
ing at the striking profile and erect figure 
at his side — at the long white moustache 
which drooped from his dark cheeks, and re- 
membering his own sensations at first seeing 
George — thought the popular belief not so 
wonderful. He was even forced to admit 
that the perfect unconsciousness on the part 
of master and man of any incongruity or 
peculiarity in themselves assisted the public 
misconception. And it was, I fear, with a 
feeling of wicked delight that, on entering 
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the hotel, he hailed the evident consterna- 
tion of those correct f ellow-oonntrymen from 
whom he had lately fled, at what they appar- 
ently regarded as a national scandaL He 
overheard their harried assurance to their 
English friends that his companions were 
not from Boston, and enjoyed their mortifi- 
cation that this explanation did not seem to 
detract from the interest and relief with 
which the Britons surveyed them, or the 
open admiration of the Grermans. 

Although Pendleton somewhat unbent 
during supper, he did not allude to the se* 
cret of Yerba's parentage, nor of any tardy 
confidence of hers. To all appearance the 
situation remained as it was three years ago. 
He spoke of her great popularity as an 
heiress and a beautiful woman, and the 
marked attentions she received. He doubted 
not that she had rejected very distinguished 
offers, but she kept that to herself. She 
was perfectly competent to do so. She was 
no giddy girl, to be flattered or deceived ; 
on the contrary, he had never known a 
cooler or more sensible woman. She knew 
her own worth. When she met the man 
who satisfied her ambition and understand- 
ing, she would marry, and not before. He 
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did not know wliat that ambition was ; it 
was something exalted, of course. He could 
only say, of his own knowledge, that last 
year, when they were on the Italian lakes, 
there was a certain prince — Mr. Hathaway 
would understand why he did not mention 
names — who was not only attentive to her, 
but attentive to Aim, sir, by Jove! and 
most significant in his inquiries. It was 
the only occasion when he, the colonel, had 
ever spoken to her on such subjects; and, 
knowing that she was not indifferent to the 
fellow, who was not bad of his kind, he had 
asked her why she had not encouraged his 
Duit. She had said, with a laugh, that he 
couldn't marry her unless he gave up his 
claim of succession to a certain reigning 
house ; and she would n't accept him withn 
out it. Those were her words, sir, and he 
could only say that the prince left a few 
days afterwards, and they had never seen 
him since. As to the princelings and 
counts and barons, she knew to a day the 
date of their patents of nobility, and what 
privileges they were entitled to ; she could 
tell to a dot the value of their estates, the 
amount of their debts, and, by Jove I sir, 
the amount of mortgages she was expected 
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to pay <^ before she married them. She 
knew the amount of income she had to 
bring to the Pruasian Army, from the gen- 
era! to the lieutenant. She understood her 
own Talue and her rights. There was a 
young English lordling she met on the 
Bhine, whose boyish ways and simplicity 
seemed to please her. They were great 
friends; but he wanted him — the cokoiel 
— to induce her to accept an invitation for 
both to visit his mother's home in England, 
that his people might see her. But she de- 
dined, sir I She declined to pass in review 
before his mother. She said it was for him 
to pass in review before her mother* 

^^Did she say that?" interrupted Paul, 
fixing his bright eyes upon the coloneL 

*^ If she had one, if she had one," cor- 
rected the colonel, hastily. ^^ Of course it 
was only an illustration. That she is an 
orphan is generaUy known, sir." 

There was a dead silence for a few mo- 
ments. The colonel leaned back in his chair 
and pulled his moustache. Paul turned 
away his eyes, and seemed absorbed in re- 
flection. After a moment the colonel 
coughed, pushed aside his glass, and, lean- 
ing across the table, said, ^^ I have a favor 
to ask of you, Mr. Hathaway." 
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There was such a singular change in the 
tone of his voice, an unexpected relaxation 
of some artificial tension, — a relaxation 
which struck Paul so pathetically as being 
as much physical as mental, as if he had 
suddenly been overtaken in some exertion 
by the weakness of age, — that he looked 
up quickly. Certainly, although still erect 
and lightly grasping his moustache, the 
colonel looked older. 

*^By all means, my dear colonel,'' said 
Paul warmly. 

*^ During the time you remain here you 
can hardly help meeting Miss Arguello, per- 
haps frequently. It would be strange if yon 
did not; it would appear to everybody still 
stranger. Give me your word as a gentle- 
man that you will not make the least allu- 
sion to her of the past — nor reopen the 
subject." 

Paul looked fixedly at the colonel. '^I 
certainly had no intention of doing so," he 
said after a pause, ^^ for I thought it was al- 
ready settled by you beyond disturbance or 
discussion. But do I imderstand you, that 
she has shown any uneasiness regarding 
it? From what you have just told me of 
her plans and ambition, I can scarcely im- 
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agine that she has any suspicion of the real 
facts/' 

^^CSertainly not," said the colonel hnr- 
riedly. ^^ But I have your promise." 

** I promise yon," said Paul, after a pause, 
** that I shall neither introduce nor refer to 
the subject myself, and that if she should 
question me again regarding it, which ia 
hardly possible, I will reveal nothing with- 
out your consent." 

*^ Thank you," said Pendleton, without, 
however, exhibiting much relief in his face. 
** She will return here to-morrow." 

*^I thought you said she was absent for 
some days," said Paul. 

*^ Yes ; but she is coming back to say 
good-by to Dofia Anna, who arrives here 
with her brother the same day, on their way 
to Paris." 

It flashed through Paul's mind that the 
last time he had seen her was in the com^ 
pany of the Briones. It was not a pleasant 
concidence. Yet be was not aware that it 
had affected him, until he saw the colonel 
watching him. 

" I believe you don't fancy the brother," 
said Pendleton. 

For an instant Paul was strongly tempted 
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to avow his old vague suspicions of Don 
Csesar, but the utter hopelessness of reopen- 
ing the whole subject again, and his recol- 
lection of the passage in Pendleton's letter 
that purported to be Yerba's own theory of 
his dislike, checked him in time. He only 
said, ^^ I don't remember whether I had any 
cause for disliking Don Caesar; I can tell 
better when I see him again," and changed 
the subject. A few moments later the colo- 
nel summoned Greorge from some lower re- 
gion of the hotel, and rose to take his leave. 
^^ Miss Arguello, with her maid and courier, 
will occupy her old suite of rooms here," he 
remarked, with a return of his old imperi- 
ousness. ^ George has given the orders for 
her. / shall not change my present lodgings, 
but of course will call every day. Gxx>d« 
night!" 



CHAPTER VL 

The next morning Paul oonld not hdp 
noticing an increased and even exaggerated 
respect paid him by the hotel attendants. 
He was asked if his Excellency wonld be 
served with breakfast in a private room, 
and his condescension in selecting the pub- 
lic coffee-room struck the obsequious cham- 
berlain, but did not prevent him from pre- 
ceding Paul backwards to the table, and 
summoning a waiter to attend specially upon 
^^milor." Surmising that George and the 
colonel might be in some way connected 
with this extravagance, he postponed an in- 
vestigation till he should have seen them 
again. And, although he hardly dared to 
confess it to himself, the unexpected pros- 
pect of meeting Yerba again fully preoccu- 
pied his thoughts. He had believed that 
he would eventually see her in Europe, in 
some vague and indefinite way and hour; 
it had been in his mind when he started 
from California. That it would be so soon^ 
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and in such a simple and natural manner, 
he had never conceived. 

^^ He had returned from his morning walk 
to the Brunnen^ and was sitting idly in his 
room, when there was a knock at the door. 
It opened to a servant bearing a salver with 
a card. Paul lifted it with a slight tremor, 
not at the engraved name of ^^ Maria Con- 
cepcion de Arguellos de la Yerba Buena," 
but at the remembered school-girl hand that 
had penciled underneath the words, ^' wishes 
the favor of an audience with his Excellency 
the Lord Lieutenant-Governor of the Cali- 
fomias." 

Paul looked inquiringly at the servant. 
*^The gnadige FrauLein was in her own 
salon. Would JExcdlency walk that way ? 
It was but a step ; in effect, the next apart- 
ment." 

Paul followed him into the hall with won- 
dering steps. The door of the next room 
was open, and disclosed a handsomely fur- 
nished salon. A tall graceful figure rose 
quickly from behind a writing-table, and 
advanced with outstretched hands and a 
frank yet mischievous smile. It was Yerba. 

Standing there in a grayish hat, mantle, 
and traveling dress, all of one subdued yet 
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alluring tone, she looked as beautifol as 
when he had last seen her — and yet — un- 
like. For a brief bitter moment his instincts 
revolted at this ^miliar yielding up in his 
fair countrywomen of all that was distinc- 
tively original in them to alien tastes and 
habits, and he resented the plastic yet char- 
acterless mobility which made Yerba's Pari- 
sian dress and European manner fit her so 
charmingly and yet express so little. For 
a brief critical moment he remembered the 
placid, unchanging simplicity of German, 
and the inflexible and ingrained reserve of 
English, girlhood, in opposition to this indis- 
tinctive cosmopolitan grace. But only for 
a moment. As soon as she spoke, a certain 
flavor of individuality seemed to return to 
her speech. 

^' Confess," she said, " it was a courageous 
thing for me to do. You might have been 
somebody else — a real Excellency — or 
Heaven knows what I Or, what is worse in 
your new magnificence, you might have for- 
gotten one of your oldest, most humble, but 
faithful subjects." She drew back and made 
him a mock ceremonious curtsy, that even 
in its charming exaggeration suggested to 
Paul, however, that she had already made 
it somewhere seriously. 
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^^ But what does it all mean ? " he asked, 
smiling, f eeHng not only his doubts and un. 
easiness vanish, but even the years of sepa- 
ration melt away in her presence. ^^ I know 
I went to bed last night a very humble 
individual, and yet I seem to awaken this 
morning a very exalted personage. Am I 
really Commander of the Faithful, or am I 
dreaming ? Might I trouble you, as my pre- 
decessor Abou Hassan did Sweetlips, to bite 
my little finger ? " 

^^ Do you mean to say you have not seen 
the ^Anzeiger?'" she returned, taking a 
small German printed sheet from the table 
and pointing to a paragraph. Paul took the 
paper. Certainly there was the plain an- 
nouncement among the arrivals of ^* His Ex- 
cellency Paul Hathaway, Lord Lieutenant- 
Governor of the Califomias." A light 
flashed upon him. 

" This is George's work. He and Colonel 
Pendleton were here with me last night." 

^^Then you have seen the colonel al- 
ready?" she said, with a scarcely percep- 
tible alteration of expression, which, how- 
ever, struck Paul. 

^^ Yes. I met him at the theatre last even- 
ing." He was about to plunge into an 
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animated description of the coloners indig- 
nation, bnt checked himself, he knew not 
why. Bat he was thankfnl the next mo- 
ment that he had. 

*^ That accounts for everything," she said, 
lifting her pretty shonlders with a slight 
shrag of weariness. ** I had to pat a stop 
to George's talking aboat me three months 
ago, — his extravagance is something too aw- 
ful. And the colonel, who is completely in 
his hands, — trusting him for everything, 
even the language, — doesn't see it." 

^^ But he is extravagant in the praise of 
his friends only, and you certainly justify 
all he can say." 

She was taking off her hat, and stopped 
'for a moment to look at him thoughtfully, 
with the soft tendrils of her hair clinging to 
her forehead. ^^ Did the colonel talk much 
about me ? '* 

*^ A great deal. In fact, I think we talked 
of nothing else. He has told me of your 
triumphs and your victims ; of your various 
campaigns and your conquests. And yet I 
dare say he has not told me all — and I 
am dying to hear moisB." 

She had laid down her hat and unloosed 
a large bow of her mantle, but stopped snd- 
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denly in the midst of it and sat down 
again. 

" I wish you 'd do something for me." 

" You have only to name it." 

" Well, drop all this kind of talk I Try 
to think of me as if I had just come from 
California — or, better, as if you had never 
known anything of me at all — and we met 
for the first time. You could, I dare say, 
make yourself very agreeable to such a 
young lady who was willing to be pleased — 
why not to me ? I venture to say you have 
not ever troubled yourself about me since 
we last met. No — hear me through — 
why, then, should you wish to talk over 
what didn't concern you at the time? 
Promise me you will stop this reminiscent 
gossip, and I promise you / will not only 
not bore you with it, but take care that it is 
not intruded upon you by others. Make 
yourself pleasant to me by talking about 
yourself and your prospects - anything but 
me — and I will throw over those princes 
and barons that the colonel has raved about 
and devote myself to you while you are 
here. Does that suit your Excellency?" 
She had crossed her knees, and, with her 
hands clasped over them, and the toe of her 
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gmall boot adyanced beyond her skirt, leaned 
forward in the attitude he remembered to 
have seen her take in the summer-honse at 
Bosario. 

" Perfectly," he said. 

" How long will you be here ? " 

^^ About three weeks : that, I belieye, is 
the time allotted for my cure." 

" Are you really ill," she said quietly, " or 
imagine yourself so ? " 

^^It amounts to about the same thing. 
But my cure may not take so long," he 
added, fixing his bright eyes upon her. 

She returned his gaze thoughtfully, and 
they remained looking at each other silently. 

^^Then you are stronger than you give 
yourself credit for. That is very often the 
case," she said quietly. ^' There," she added 
in another tone, ^4t is settled. You will 
come and go as you like, using this salon as 
your own. Stay, we can do something to- 
day. What do you say to a ride in the for- 
est this afternoon? MiUy isn't here yet, 
but it will be quite proper for you to accom- 
pany me on horseback, though, of course, 
we could n't walk a hundred yards down the 
Allee together unless we were verlobt" 

^^But," said Paul, ^'you are expecting 
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company this afternoon. Don Ciesar — I 
mean Miss Briones and her brother are 
ooming here to say good-by." 

She regarded him curiously, but without 
emotion* 

'^Colonel Pendleton should have added 
that they were to remain here overnight as 
my guests," she said composedly. And of 
course we shall be back in time for dinner. 
But that is nothing to you. You have only 
to be ready at three o'clock. I will see that 
the horses are ordered. I often ride here, 
and the people know my tastes and habits. 
We will have a pleasant ride and a good 
long talk together, and I 'U show you a ruin 
and a distant view of the villa where I have 
been staying." She held out her hand with 
a frank girlish smile, and even a girlish an- 
ticipation of pleasure in her brown eyes. 
He bent over her slim fingers for a moment, 
and withdrew. 

When he was in his own room again, he 
was conscious only of a strong desire to 
avoid the colonel until after his ride with 
Yerba. He would keep his word so far as 
to abstain from allusion to her family or her 
past : indeed, he had his own opinion of its 
futility. But it would be strange if, with 
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bis past experience, he could not find some 
other way to determine her convictions or 
win her confidence daring those two hours 
of companionship. He would accept her 
terms fiurly; if she had any ulterior design 
in her advances, he would detect it; if she 
had the least concern for him, she could not 
continue long an artificial friendship. But 
he must not think of that ! 

By absenting himself from the hotel he 
managed to keep clear of Pendleton until 
the hour arrived. He was gratified to find 
Yerba in the simplest and most sensible of 
habits, as if she had already divined his 
tastes and had wished to avoid attracting 
undue attention. Nevertheless, it very pret- 
tily accented her tall graceful figure, and 
Paul, albeit, like most artistic admirers of 
the sex, not recognizing a woman on a horse 
as a particularly harmonious spectacle, was 
forced to admire her. Both rode weU, and 
naturally — having been brought up in the 
same Western school — the horses recog- 
nized it, and instinctively obeyed them, and 
their conversation had the easy deliberation 
and inflection of a tHerd4^. Paul, in view 
of her previous hint, talked to her of him- 
self and his fortunes, of which she ap- 
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peared, however, to Iiave some knowledge* 
His health had obliged him lately to abandon 
politics and office ; he had been successful 
in some ventures, and had become a junior 
partner in a bank with foreign correspon* 
dence. She listened to him for some time 
with interest and attention, but at last her 
face became abstracted and thoughtf uL ^^ I 
wish I were a man I " she said suddenly. 

Paul looked at her quickly. For the first 
time he detected in the ring of her voice 
something of the passionate quality he fan- 
cied he had always seen in her face. 

«< Except that it might give you better 
control of your horse, I don't see why," said 
PauL ^^ And I don't entirely believe you." 

"Why?" 

" Because no woman really wishes to be a 
man unless she is conscious of her failure as 
a woman." 

" And how do you know I'm not?" she 
said, checking her horse and looking in his 
face. A quick conviction that she was on 
the point of some confession sprang into his 
mind, but unfortunately showed in his face. 
She beat back his eager look with a short 
laugh. "There, don't speak, and don't 
look like that. That remark was worthy 
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die wsasl ardess' maiden's inYiiation to a 
compliment, wasn't it? Let ns keep to the 
subject of yonrseli. Why, with your po£t- 
ical influence, don't yon get yonrself ap- 
pointed to some diplomatic position over 
here?" 

*^ There are none in our service. Yon 
wouldn't want me to sink myself in some 
absurd social functions, which are called by 
that name, merely to become the envy and 
hatred of a few rick republicans, like your 
friends who haunt foreign courts?" 

^ That 's not a pretty speech — but I sup- 
pose I invited that too. Don't apologize. 
I 'd rather see you flare out like that than 
pay compliments. Yet I fancy you're a 
diplomatist, for all that." 

^^ You did me the honor to believe I was 
one ODce, when I was simply the most pal- 
pable ass and bungler living," said Paul 
bitterly. 

She was still sweetly silent, apparently 
preoccupied in smoothing out the mane of 
her walking horse. "Did I?" she said 
softly. He drew close beside her. 

"How different the vegetation is here 
from what it is with us ! " she said with ner- 
vous quickness, directing his attention to 
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the grass road beneath them, without Ufting 
her eyes. ^' I don't mean what is cultivated, 
— for I suppose it takes centuries to make 
the lawns they have in England, — but even 
here the blades of grass seem to press closer 
together, as if they were crowded or over- 
populated, like the country; and this for- 
est, which has been always wild and was a 
hunting park, has a hlas& look, as if it was 
already tired of the unchanging traditions 
and monotony around it. I think over 
there Nature affects and influences us : here, 
I fancy, it is itself affected by the people." 

^^I think a good deal of Nature comes 
over from America for that purpose," be 
said dryly. 

^' And I think you are breaking your 
promise — besides being a goose I " she re- 
torted smartly. Nevertheless, for some oc- 
cult reason they both seemed relieved by 
this exquisite witticism, and trotted on ami- 
cably together. When Paul lifted his eye«i 
to hers he could see that they were suffused 
with a tender mischief, as of a reproving 
yet secretly admiring sister, and her strangely 
delicate complexion had taken on itself that 
faint Alpine glow that was more of an illu- 
mination than a color. ^' There," she said 
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gBjlj, pmntiiig with her whip as the wood 
opened upon a glade throngh which the 
parted trees showed a long blae eorvataie 
of distant hills, ^ you see that white thing 
lying like a snowdrift on the hills?" 
^' Or the feunily washing on a hedge." 
^ As yon please. Well, tiiat is the villa." 
^ And yon were yery happy there?" said 
Paul, watching her girlishly animated face. 

**Yes; and as yon don't ask qnestions, 
I'll tell you why. There is one of the 
sweetest old ladies there that I ever met — 
the perfection of old-time courtliness with 
all the motherishness of a Grerman woman. 
8be was very kind to me, and, as she had 
no daughter of her own, I think she treated 
me as if I was one. At least, I can imagine 
how one would feel to her, and what a 
woman like that could make of any girl. 
You laugh, Mr. Hathaway, you don't un- 
derstand — but you don't know what an ad- 
vantage it would be to a girl to have a 
mother like that, and know that she could 
fall back on her and hold her own against 
anybody. She's equipped from the start, 
instead of being handicapped. It 's all very 
well to talk about the value of money. It 
oan give you everything but one thing -^ 
the power to do without it." 
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*^I think its purchasing value would in- 
clude even the gnadige Frau^'^ said Paul, 
who had laughed only to hide the uneasi- 
ness that Yerba's approach to the tabooed 
subject had reyived in him. She shook her 
head ; then, recovering her tone of gentle 
banter, said, ^^ There — I 've made a con- 
fession. If the colonel talks to you again 
about my conquests, you will know that at 
present my affections are centred on the 
Baron's mother. I admit it's a strong point 
in his — in anybody" % — favor, who can 
show an unblemished maternal pedigree. 
What a pity it is you are an orphan, like 
myself, Mr. Hathaway ! For I fancy your 
mother must have been a very perfect 
woman. A great deal of her tact and pro- 
priety has descended to you. Only it would 
have been nicer if she had pven it to you, 
like pocket money, as occasion required — 
which you might have shared with me — 
than leaving it to you in one thumping 
legacy." 

It was impossible to tell how far the 
playfulness of her brown eyes suggested any 
ulterior meaning, for as Paul again eagerly 
drew towards her, she sent her horse into 
a rapid canter before him. When he wai 



186 A WARD OF TEE GOLDEN GATE. 

at her side again, she said, *^ There is still 
the ruin to see on onr way home. It is jnst 
off here to the right. But if yon wish to 
go oyer it we will have to dismonnt at the 
foot of the slope and walk up. It has n't 
any story or legend that I know of; I 
looked over the guide-book to cram for it 
before you came, but there was nothing. So 
you can invent what you like." 

They dismounted at the beginning of a 
gentle acdiyity, where an ancient wagon- 
road, now grass-grown, rose smooth as a 
glacis. Tying iheir horses to two moplike 
bushes, they climbed the slope hand in hand 
like children. There were a few winding 
broken steps, part of a fallen archway, a 
few feet of vaulted corridor, a sudden breach 
— the sky beyond — and that was all I Not 
all; for before them, overlooked at first, 
lay a chasm covering half an acre, in which 
the whole of the original edifice — tower 
turrets, walls, and battlements — had been 
apparently cast, inextricably mixed and min- 
gled at different depths and angles, with 
here and there, like mushrooms from a dust- 
heap, a score of trees upspringing. 

"This is not Time — but gunpowder,** 
•aid Paul, leaning over a parapet of the 
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wall and gazing at the abyss, with a slight 
grimace. 

" It don't look very romantic, certainly,** 
said Yerba. ^^ I only saw it from the road 
before. I 'm dreadfully sorry," she added, 
with mock penitence. ^^ I suppose, however, 
something must have happened here." 

*' There may have been nobody in the 
house at the time," said Paul gravely. 
*^ The family may have been at the baths." 

They stood close together, their elbows 
resting upon the broken wall, and almost 
touching. Beyond the abyss and darker 
forest they could see the more vivid green 
and regular lines of the plane-trees of 
Strudle Bad, the glitter of a spire, or the 
flash of a dome. From the abyss itself 
arose a cool odor of moist green leaves, the 
scent of some unseen blossoms, and around 
the baking vines on the hot wall the hum of 
apparently taskless and disappointed bees. 
There was nobody in sight in the forest 
road, no one working in the bordering fields, 
and no suggestion of the present. There 
might have been three or four centuries be- 
tween them and Strudle Bad. 

^^The legend of this place," said Paul, 
glancing at the long brown lashes and ovalv 
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outline of the cheek so near his own, ^ if 
simple, yet affecting. A cruel, remorse* 
less, but fascinating Hexie was once loved 
by a simple shepherd. He had never dared 
to syllable his hopeless affection, or claim 
from her a syllabled — perhaps I should 
say a ouMyUabled — reply. He had fol- 
lowed her from remote lands, dumbly wor- 
shiping her, building in his foolish brain 
an air-castle of happiness, which by reason 
of her magic power she could always see 
plainly in his eyes. And one day, beguil- 
ing him in the depths of the forest, she led 
him to a fair-seeming castle, and, bidding 
him enter its portals, offered to show him a 
realization of his dream. But, lo I even as 
he entered the stately corridor it seemed to 
crumble away before him, and disclosed a 
hideous abyss beyond, in which the whole 
of that goodly palace lay in heaped and 
tangled ruins — the fitting symbol of his 
wrecked and shattered hopes." 

She drew back a little way from him, but 
still holding on to the top of the broken 
wall with one slim gauntleted hand« and 
swung herself to one side, while sh» sur- 
veyed him with smiling, parted lips and con- 
scious eyelids. He promptly covered ber 
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hand with his own, but she did not seem to 
notice it. 

^^That is not the story," she said, in a 
faint voice that even her struggling sauci- 
ness could not make steadier. ^^The true 
story is called *The Legend of the Goose- 
Girl of Strudle Bad, and the enterprising 
Gosling. There was once a goose-girl of 
the plain who tried honestly to drive her 
geese to market, but one eccentric and will- 
ful gosling — Mr. Hathaway ! Stop — 
please — I beg you let me go I " 

He had caught her in his arms — the one 
encircling her waist, the other hand eutill 
grasping hers. She struggled, half laugh- 
ing ; yielded for a breathless moment as his 
lips brushed her cheek, and — threw him 
off. «' There ! " she said, '' that will do : 
the story was not illustrated." 

^'Bnt, Yerba," he said, with passionate 
eagerness, ^^ hear me — it is all God's truth. 
— I love you ! '* 

She drew back farther, shaking the dust 
of the wall from the folds of her habit. 
Then, with a lower voice and a paler cheek, 
as if his lips had. sent her blood and utter- 
ance back to her heart, she said, ^^ Come, 
let us go." 
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^ But not nntil yon 'ye heard me, Yerba." 

••Well, then — I believe you — therel** 
ahe said, looking at hinu 

•• You believe me ? " he repeated eagerly, 
attempting to take her hand again. 

She drew back still farther. •• Yes," she 
said, •• or I should n't be here now. There ! 
that must suffice you. And if you wish me 
still to believe you, you will not speak of 
this again while we are out together. Come, 
let us go back to the horses/' 

He looked at her with all his souL She 
was pale, but composed, and — he could see 
— determined. He followed her without a 
word. She accepted his hand to support 
her again down the slope without embarrass- 
ment or reminiscent emotion. The whole 
scene through which she had just passed 
might have been buried in the abyss and 
ruins behind her. As she placed her foot 
in his hand to remount, and for a moment 
rested her weight on his shoulder, her brown 
^yes met his frankly and without a tremor. 

Nor was she content with this. As Paul 
at first rode on silently, his heart filled with 
unsatisfied yearning, she rallied him mis- 
chievously. Was it kind in him on this, 
their first day together, to sulk in this fash* 
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ion? Wa43 it a promise for their future 
excursions? Did he intend to carry tliis 
lugubrious visage through the Allee and up 
to the courtyard of the hotel to proclaim 
his sentimental condition to the world? At 
least, she trusted he would not show it to 
Milly, who might remember that this was 
only the second time they had met each 
other. There was something so sweetly 
reasonable in this, and withal not without 
a certain hopefulness for the future, to say 
nothing of the half -mischievous, half -re- 
proachful smile that accompanied it, that 
Paul exerted himself, and eventually recov- 
ered his lost gayety. When they at last 
drew up in the courtyard, with the flush of 
youth and exercise in their faces, Paul felt 
he was the object of envy to the loungers, 
and of fresh gossip to Strudle Bad. It 
struck him less pleasantly that two dark 
faces, which had been previously regarding 
him in the gloom of the corridor and van- 
ished as he approached, reappeared some 
moments later in Yerba's salon as Don 
Caesar and Dofia Anna, with a benignly dif- 
ferent expression. Dona Anna especially 
greeted him with so much of the ostentatious 
archness of a confident and forgiving woman 
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to a momentarily recreant lover, that he felt 
abeordly embarrassed in Yerba's presence. 
He was thinking how he could excuse hin^ 
self, when he noticed a beautiful basket of 
flowers on llie table and a tiny note bearing 
a baron's crest. Yerba had put it aside 
with — as it seemed to him at the moment 

— an ahnost too pronounced indifference 

— and an indifference that was strongly 
contrasted to Doiia Anna's eagerly expressed 
enthusiasm over the offering, and her ulti. 
mate supplications to Paul and her brotiier 
to admire its beauties and the wonderful 
taste of the donor. 

All this seemed so incongruous with Paul's 
feelings, and above all with die recollection 
of his scene with Yerba, that he excused 
himself from dining with the party, alleging 
an engagement with his old fellow-traveler 
the German officer, whose acquaintance he 
had renewed. Yerba did not press him ; he 
even fancied she looked relieved. Colonel 
Pendleton was coming ; Paul was not loath, 
in his present frame of mind, to dispense 
with his company. A conviction that the 
ooloners counsel was not the best guide for 
Yerba, and that in some vague way their in- 
terests were antagonistic, had begun U^ 
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force itaelf upon him. He had no intention 
of being disloyal to her old guardian, but 
he felt that Pendleton had not been frank 
idtb him ainoe his return from Bosario. 
Had he ever been so with hw f He some- 
times doubted his disclaimer. 

He was lue^ in finding the General dis- 
engaged, and together they dined at a res- 
taurant and spent the evening at the .SW^ 
aaal. Later, at the Besidemi Club, the 
Greneral leaned over his beeruglass and smil- 
ingly addressed his eompanion. 

^^ So I hear you, too, are a conquest of the 
beautiful South American.'* 

For an instant Paul, recognising only 
Bona Anna under that epithet, looked pus- 
zled. 

«« C<Mne, my friend," said the General re- 
garding him with some amusement, ^ I am 
an older man than you, yet I hardly think 
I could have ridden out with such a god- 
dess without becoming her slave." 

Paul felt his face flush in spite of himself. 
^^Ah! you mean Miss Arguello," he said 
hurriedly, his color increasing at his own 
mention of that name as if he were impos- 
ing it upon his honest companion. ^^She 
is an old acquaintance of mine — from my 
own State — California." 
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^Ahf so/' said the Greneral, lifiiiig Iifa 
ejrebrowB in profoimd apology. ^A ihoo- 
fland pardons." 

*^ Surely/' said Paul, wiih a desperate at- 
tempt to reoover his equanimity, ^you ought 
to know our geography better.' 

^^ So, I am wrong. But still the name — ^ 
Ai^ello — surely that is not American? 
Still, they say she has no accent, and does 
not look like a Mexican." 

For an instant Paul was superstitiously 
struck with the fatal infelicity of Yerba's 
selection of a foreign name, that now seemed 
only to invite that comment and criticism 
which she should have avoided. Nor could 
he explain it at length to the General with- 
out assisting and accenting the deception, 
which he was always hoping in some vague 
way to bring to an end. He was sorry he 
had corrected the General ; he was furious 
that he had allowed himself to be confused. 

Happily his companiou had misinterpreted 
liis annoyance, and with impulsive German 
friendship threw himself into what he be- 
lieved to be Paul's feelings. ^^Donnerwet- 
ter I Your beautiful countrywoman is made 
the subject of curiosity just because that 
stupid baron is persistent in his serious at- 
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tentions. That is quite enough, my good 
friend, to make Klatschen here among diose 
animals who do not understand the freedom 
of an American girl, or that an heiress may 
have something else to do with her money 
than to expend it on the Baron's mortgages. 
But " — he stopped, and his simple, honest 
face assumed an air of profound and saga- 
cious cunning — *^ I am glad to talk about 
it with yon, who of course are perfectly 
familiar with the affair. I shall now be 
able to know what to say. My word, my 
friend, has some weight here, and I shall 
use it. And now you shall tell me who is 
our lovely friend, and who were her parents 
and her kindred in her own home. Her 
associates here, you possibly know, are an 
impossible colonel and his never-before-ap- 
preached valet, with some South American 
Indian planters, and, I believe, a pork- 
butcher's daughter. But of them — it makes 
nothing. Tell me of her people." 

With his kindly serious face within a few 
inches of Paul's, and sympathizing curiosity 
beaming from his pince-nez, he obliged the 
wretched and conscience-stricken Hathaway 
to respond with a detailed account of 
Yarba's parentage as projected by henelf 



196 it WAED OF TSJS GOLDEN GATE. 

and indorsed by Colonel Pendleton. He 
dwelt somewhat particularly on the roman^ 
tic character of the Trust, hoping to draw 
the General's attention away from the ques^ 
tion of relationship, but he was chagrined 
to find that the honest warricnr evidentiy 
ocmfounded the Trust with some eleemosy- 
nary institution and sympathetically glossed 
it oter. ^ Of oonrsey" he sud, ^' the Mexi- 
can Minister at Berlin would know all about 
tiie Afgpidlo family : so there #onld be no 
question tiiere." 

Paul was not sorty when tiie time came 
to take kave of his f rmid ; but once i^in 
'OL the clear moonlight and fresh, balmy air 
of the Alle6j he foi^t the unpleasantness 
of the interview. He found himself think- 
ing only id his ride with Yerba. Well ! he 
had told her that he loved her. She knew 
it now, and although she had forbidden him 
to speak further, she had not whdJy rejected 
it. It must be her morbid consoiousneds of 
the mystery oi her birth that withheld a re- 
turn of her afEections, — some half-know- 
ledge, perhape, that she would not divulge^ 
yet that kept hw unduly s^witive of at^oept- 
ing his love. He was satisfied there was no 
«tM)aagleneiik i famr heart, was. virgipii . ,Hf 
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even dared to hope that she had always 
cared for him* It was for him to remove 
all obstaeles — to prevail npoa her to leave 
this plaoe alid return to Ameriea with him 
as her husband, the guardian of her good 
name, and the custodian of her secret. At 
times the strains of a dreamy German waits, 
played in the distance, brought back to him 
the brief moment tiiat his arm had encircled 
hei^ wfust by the cmmbling wall, and his 
pulses grew languid, only to leap firmer the 
next moment with more desperate resolve. 
He would win h^, come what may! He 
could never have been in earnest before : he 
loathed and hated himself for his previous 
passite acquiescence to her fate. He had 
h&ea a weak tool of the colonel's from the 
first: he was even now handicapped by a 
preposterous promise he had given him I 
Yes, she was right to hesitate — to question 
his ability to make her happy! He had 
found hei^ here, surrounded by stupdity and 
eupidity — to give it no other name —* so pa- 
lent that she was the common gossip, and 
had offered nothing but a boyish dedaiation I 
As he strode into the hotel that night it 
Was weU that he did not meet the unforto- 
fitte colonel <m the stiuroase I 
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It was very late, although there was still 
visible a light in Yerba's salon, shining on 
her balcony, which extended before and in- 
cluded his own window. From time to time 
he could hear the murmur of voices. It was 
too late to avail himself of the invitation 
to join them, even if his frame of mind had 
permitted it. He was too nervous and ex- 
cited to go to bed, and, without lighting his 
candle, he opened the French window that 
gave upon the balcony, drew a chair in the 
recess behind the curtain, and gazed upon 
the night. It was very quiet; the moon 
was high, the square was sleeping in a 
trance of checkered shadows, like a gigantic 
chessboard, with black foreshortened trees 
for pawns. The click of a cavalry sabre, 
the sound of a footfall on the pavement of 
the distant Konigsstrasse, were distinctly au- 
dible ; a far-off railway whistle was startling 
in its abruptness. In the midst of this calm 
the opening of the door of the salon, with 
the sudden uplifting of voices in the hall^ 
told Paul that Yerba's guests were leaving. 
He heard DoSa Anna's arch accents — arcdi 
even to Colonel Pendleton's monotonous bari- 
tone! — Milly's high, rapid utterances, the 
suave falsetto of Don CsBsar, and her voioe^ 
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he thought a trifle wearied, — the sound of 
retiring footsteps, and all was still again. 

So still that the rhythmic beat of Ihe dis- 
tant waltz returned to him, with a distino- 
tiveness that he could idly follow. He 
thought of Bosario and the rose-breath of 
the open windows with a strange longing, 
and remembered the half-stifled sweetness 
of her happy voice rising with it from the 
veranda. Why had he ever let it pass from 
him then and waft its fragrance elsewhere ? 
Why— What wa« that? 

The slight turning of a latch ! The creak- 
ing of the French window of the salon, and 
somebody had slipped softly half out on the 
balcony. His neart stopped beating. From 
his position in the recess of his own window, 
with his back to the partition of the salon, 
he could see nothing. Yet he did not dare 
to move. For with the quickened senses of 
a lover he felt the diffused and perfumed 
aura of her presence, of her garments, of 
her flesh, flow in upon him through the open 
window, and possess his whole breathless 
being! It was she I Like him, perhaps, 
longing to enjoy the perfect night — like 
him, perhaps, thinking of — 

*^ So yon ar-range to get rid of me — hal 
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» 

iik tiiees ? To tor-m me off from yottr liedB 
like a dog who have follow yoa — but witb- 
out a word — without a — a — thanks — 
without a 'ope! Ah!-^w# have ser-cred 
jroa — me and my eiftter; we are the cns 
Mmge dry — now we oaa go I like tibe old 
dhoe, we are to be flung away I Good I But 
I am here again — you iftee. I shall speak, 
and you shall hear-r." 

Don Cftsar's roiee — alone with her! 
Paul gripped his ohair and sat upright* 

"Stop I Stay where you are! How 
AsmBl you return here?'' It was Terba's 
voice, on the balcony, low and distinct. 

" Shut l&e window 1 I phall speak with 
you what you will not the world to hear." 

^* I pref et to keep where I am, since you 
h^te crept into this room like a tluef I " 

"A thief I Good! " He broke out in 
Bpanidi, and, as if no longer fearful of be- 
ing overheard, had evidently drawn nearer 
to the window. " A thief. Ha I muy huem> 
— but it is not /, you understand — I, 
G»sar Briones, who am the thief I No I It 
is that swaggering eapadachin — thatyim- 
farron of a Colonel Pendleton — that pat- 
tern of an official, Mr. Hathaway — that 
ttiost beaulifid heitess <rf the Calif omiias, 
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MisB Argudlo — that are thieves ! Yes — 
of a name — Miss Axgudlo — of a name! 
The name of Argaello 1 " 

Paul roee to his feet 

^ Ah, Bel Yoa start — yoa tnm pale — 
yon flash your eiyes, 8efio^^ bat you think 
yott have deeeited me all thesd yeara« Yoa 
tUnk I did not see yonr game at Bosario — 
yed, even when that foolish Castro mmcha- 
oka first put that idea in your head. Who 
famished you the facts yoa wanted ? I — 
Mo&erof QodI mek facts/ — I, who knew 
tiie Arguello pedigree -^ I, who know it was 
fikS impossible for you to be a daughter of 
them as-^what? fetme think — as — as it 
is impossible for yoa to be the wife of that 
baron whom you would deceive wi& the 
rsstt Ah, yes; it was ahigh flight foryou, 
Mees — Mees *— Dofla Fulana — a noble 
game for you to Inring down! " 

Why did she not speak ? What was she 
doing? If she had but nttered a single 
word of protest, of angry dismissal, Paul 
Woidd have flown to her side. It could not 
be the paralysis of personal fear : the bal- 
cony was wide; she could easily pass to the 
end ; she could even see his open window. 
' ''Wkydid I do this? Betonse I toved 
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Jim, sefioia — and you knew it! Ahl y<m 
can torn yonr &oe away now ; you can pre- 
tend to mkonderstand me, as you did a mo- 
ment ago ; yon can part from me now like a 
mere aegnaintanee — but it was not always 
so I No, it was you who brought me here; 
your eyes that smiled into mine — and drove 
home the coloners request that I and my 
sister should accompany you. God I I was 
weak then ! You smile, seilora ; you think 
you have succeeded — you and your p^m^ 
pons colonel and your clever goverixorl 
You think you have compromised me, and 
perjured me^ because of this. You are 
wrong I You think I dare not speak to this 
puppet of a baron, and that I have no 
proo&. You are wrong I " 

^^And even if you can produce them, 
what care I?" said Yerba unexpectedly, 
yet in a voice so free from excitement and 
passion that the weariness which Paul had 
at fibrst noticed seemed to be the only domi- 
nant tone. ^' Suppose you prove that I am 
not an Arguello. Good I you have yet to 
show that a connection with any of your 
race would be anything but a disgrace." 

^' Ah I you defy me, little one I Caramha I 
Listen, then I You do not know all I When 
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you thought I was only helping you to f ab^ 
rioate your claim to the Arguellos' name, 
I was finding out wJio you really were! 
Ah ! It was not so difficult as you fondly 
hope, sefiora. We were not all brutes and 
fools in the early days, though we stood 
aside to let your people run their vulgar 
course. It was your hired bully — your re- 
spected guardian — this dog of an eapada- 
chin^ who let out a hint of the secret — with 
a prick of his blade — and a scandal. One 
of my peon women was a servant at the con- 
vent when you were a child, and recognized 
the woman who put you there and came to 
see you as a friend. She overheard the 
Mother Superior say it was your mother, 
and saw a necklace that was left for you to 
wear. Ah I you begin to believe I When 
I had put this and that together I found 
that Pepita could not identify you with the 
child that she had seen. Bat you, sefiora, 
you your&df supplied the missing proof I 
Yes I you supplied it with the necklace that 
you wore that evening at Rosario, when you 
wished to do honor to this young Hathaway 
— the guardian who had always thrown you 
off 1 Ah ! — you now suspect why, perhaps I 
It was your mother's necklace that you 
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wore, and yon said so I That wght I sent 
the good Pepita to identify it; to watoh 
through the window from the garden when 
you were wearing it ; to make it sure as the 
Creed* I sent her to your room late that 
night when you had changed your dress, that 
she might examine it among yoar jewela. 
And she did and will swear — look you I *** 
awear that it is the one given you as a ohild 
by the woman at tibe convent, who was your 
mother I And who was Ihat woman — eh? 
Who was the moth^ of the Arguello de la 
Yerba ]3uena? — who this noUe anoea- 
tress?" 

^^ Excuse me — but perhaps you are not 
aware that you are raising your voice in a 
lady's drawing-room, and that although you 
are speaJdng a language no one here undeiw 
stands, you are disturbing the hoteL" 

It was Paul, quiet, pale in the moonlighti 
erect on the balcony before the window. As 
Yerba, with a start, retreated quickly into 
the room, Don Csssar stepped xorward an- 
grily and suspiciously towards the window. 
He had his hand reached forward towards 
the handle as if to dose the swinging sash 
against the intruder, when in an instant he 
was seized by Paul, tightly locked in a des- 
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perate grip, «iid whirlad out oa the baloony. 
Before he could gain breath to utter a crj, 
^athaway bad passed bis right arm around 
tjie Mexican's throat, effectively stopping 
his utterance, and, with a supreme effort of 
strength, dragged him along the wall, fall* 
\Dg with him into the open window of kk 
pwn rooi^. As he did so, to his insKpres- 
sible relief be heard the sash dosed ai|d th^ 
bolt drawn of the salon window, and ra- 
gained his feet, cdUeeted, quiet, and trium- 
phant. 

^^ I am sorry,'* he said, eo€iDy dusting his 
dotbes, ^^to have been obliged to change 
the scene ^ this discussion so roughly, but 
you will observe that you can speak mora 
freely here^ and that any altercation we may 
have in this room will be less likely to at- 
tract comment." 

^^ Assassin I " said Don Caasar chokingly, 
as he struggled to his feet 

^^ Thank you. Believe your feelings as 
much as you like here; in fact, if you would 
speak a little louder you would oblige me. 
The guests are beginning to be awake," con- 
tinued Paul, with a wicked smile, indicat- 
ing the noise of an opening door and foot* 
steps in the passage, ^^ and are now able to 
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joa did, yoa'd lia^e liad lier witfain calL 
And, 98 she is the only person who is able 
to say that Miss Yerba is not an AigneUo, 
yon haye been very remiss.'' 

^* Ah, bah! I am not one of yoor — a — 
lawyers." 

^ No; or yon would know that, with no 
better evidence than yon have, yon might be 
sued for slander." 

^^Ahl Why does not Miss Xerba soe, 
then ? " 

^* Because she probably expects that some- 
body will shoot you." 

^* As you for instance ? " 

« Perhaps." 

"And if you do not — eh? — you have 
not stop my mouth, but your own. And if 
you doj you help her to marry the Baron, 
your rivaL You are not wise, friend Hath- 
away." 

^^May I remind you that you have not 
yet written to your sister, and you may pre- 
fer to do it carefully and deliberately ? " 

Don CiBsar arose with a vindictive glance 
at Paul, and pulled a chair before the table, 
as the latter placed pen, ink, and paper be- 
fore him. "Take your time," he added, 
folding his arms and walking towards the 
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^I am r-ready, sir, when and where joa 
will," said Briones, with a swaggering air 
but a shifting, furtive eye. **Open — a— « 
the door." 

f ^ Pardon me. We will leave this room 
together in an hour for the station. We 
will board the night express tibat will take 
us in three hours beyond the frontier, where 
we can each find a friend." 

^^ But my affairs here — my sister — I must 
see her." 

*^You shall write a note to her at that 
table, saying that important business — a 
dispatch — has called you away, and we 
wiU leave it with the po^r to be delivered 
in the moming. Or — I do not restrict you 
— you can say what you like, provided she 
don't get it until we have left." 

" And yon make of mo a prisoner, sir? » 

"No; a visitor, Don Caesar — a visitor 
whose conversation is so interesting that I 
am forced to detain him to hear more. You 
can pass the time pleasantly by finishing 
the story I was obliged to interrupt a mo- 
ment ago. Do you know this mother of 
Miss Yerba, of whom you spoke ? " 

" That 's m — my affair." 

"That means you don't know her. li 



\ 



208 A WAED OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 

you did, you'd have had her wiihin caDL 
And, as she is the only person who is able 
to say that Miss Yerba is not an Arguello^ 
you have been very remiss/' 

^^ Ah, bah I I am not one of your — a — 
lawyers." 

^*No; or you would know that, with no 
better evidence than you have, you might be 
sued for slander." 

"Ah! Why does not Miss Yerba sue, 
then ? " 

^^ Because she probably expects that some- 
body will shoot you." 

^^ As you for instance ? " 

" Perhaps." 

"And if you do not — eh? — you have 
not stop my mouth, but your own. And if 
you doj you help her to marry the Baron, 
your rivaL You are not wise, friend Hath- 
away." 

"May I remind you that you have not 
yet written to your sister, and you may pre- 
fer to do it carefully and deliberately ? " 

Don CsBsar arose with a vindictive glance 
at Paul, and pulled a chair before the table, 
as the latter placed pen, ink, and paper be- 
fore him. "Take your time," he added, 
folding his arms and walking towards the 
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window. '^ Say what you like, and doa't let 
my presence restrain you," 

The Mexican began to write f urlottdly^ 
then spasmodically, then slowly and relue- 
tantly. ^^ I war-r-n you, I shall expose allf^ 
he said suddenly. 

" As you please." 

^ And shall say that if I disappear, you 
are my murderer — you understand — my 
murderer t'*'* 

«* Don't consult me on a question of epi^ 
thets, but go on." 

Don Caesar recommenced his writing with 
a malign smile. There was a sudden sharp 
rap at the door. 

Don Caesar leaped to his feet, grasped his 
papers, and rushed to the door; but Paul 
was before him. '^ Who is there?" be de- 
manded. 

" Pendleton." 

At the sound of the colonel's voice Don 
CaBsar fell back. Paul opened the door, ad- 
mitted the tall figure of the colonel, and 
was about to turn the key again. But Pen- 
dleton lifted his hand in grim deprecation. 

^^That will do, Mr. Hathaway. I know 
alL But I wish to speak with Briones else- 
where, alone." 
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^Exeiue me. Colonel Pendleton,'' miA 
Paul firmly, ^bnt I Iiaye the prior olainu 
Words have passed between this gentleman 
and myself which we are now on onr way to 
the station and the frontier to settle. If 
yon are willing to accompany ns, I shall 
give you every opportunity to converse with 
him alone, and arrange whatever business 
you may have with him, provided it does 
not interfere with mine/' 

^ My business," said Pendleton, ^' is of a 
personal nature, that will not intorf ere with 
any claim of yours that Mr. Briones may 
choose to admit, but is of a private quality 
that must be transacted between us now." 
His face was pale, and his voice, although 
steady and self-controlled, had that same 
strange suggestion of sudden age in it which 
Paul had before noticed. Whether Don 
CsBsar detected it, or whether he had some 
other instinctive appreciation of greater se- 
curity, Paul could not tell. He seemed to 
recover his swagger again, as he said, — 

** I shall hear what Colonel Pendleton has 
to say first. But I shall hold myself in 
readiness to meet you afterwards — you 
•hall not fear, sir I " 

Paul remained looking from the one to 
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the oiiher without speaking. It was Don 
Csesar who returned his glance boldly and 
defiantly, Colonel P^idleton who, with thin 
white fingers pulling his moustache, evaded 
it. Then Paul unlo(A:6d the door, and said 
slowly, ^^ In five minutes I leave this house 
for the station. I shall wait &ere until the 
train arrives. If tius gentleman does not 
join me, I shall be better able to understand 
all this and take measures accordingly." 

^^And I tell to you, Meester Hathaway, 
sir," said Don Csesar, striking an attitude 
in the doorway, ^^ you shall do as / please — 
Caranibaf — and shall beg" — 

**Hoki your tongue, sir — or, by the 
Eternal I " — burst out Pendleton suddenly, 
bringing down his thin hand on the Mexi- 
can's shoulder. He sto{^>ed as suddenly. 
*^ Gentlemen, this is childish. Go, sir I " 
to Don Caesar, pointing with a gaunt white 
finger into the darkened halL ^^ I will fol- 
low you. Mr. Hathaway, as an older man, 
and one who has seen a good deal of foolish 
altercation, I regret, sir, deeply regret, to 
be a witness to this belligerent quality in a 
law-maker and a public man; and I must 
deprecate, sir — deprecate, your demand on 
that gentleman for what, in the folly of 
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jontli, yon are pleased to call personal satis- 
faction." 

As he moved with dignity out of the 
room, Paul remained blankly staring after 
him. Was it all a dream? — or was this 
Colonel Pendleton the duelist? Had the 
old man gone crazy, or was he merely acting 
to veil some wild purpose? His sudden ar- 
rival showed that Yerba must have sent for 
him and told him of Don Caesar's threats ; 
would he be wild enough to attempt to 
strangle the man in some remote room or in 
the darkness of the passage? He stepped 
softly into the hall : he could still hear the 
double tread of the two men: they had 
reached the staircase — they were descend- 
ing I He heard the drowsy accents of the 
night porter and the swinging of the door— 
they were in the street ! 

Wherever they were going, or for what 
purpose, he must be at the station, as he 
had warned them he would be. He* hastily 
threw a few things into his valise, and pre- 
pared to follow them. When he went down- 
stairs he informed the porter that owing to 
an urgent call of business he should try to 
oatoh the through express at three o'clock, 
but they must retain his room and luggage 
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until they heard from him. He remem« 
bered Don Csesar's letter. Had either of 
the gentlemen, his friends who had just 
gone out, left a letter or message ? No, Ex- 
cellency; the gentlemen were talking ear- 
nestly — he believed, in the South American 
language — and had not spoken to him. 

Perhaps it was this that reminded Paul, 
as he crossed the square again, that he had 
made no preparation for any possible fatal 
issue to himself in this adventure. She 
would know it, however, and why he had 
undertaken it. He tried to think that per- 
haps some interest in himself had prompted 
her to send the colonel to him. Yet, min- 
gled with this was an odd sense of a certain 
ridiculousness in his position : there was the 
absurdity of his prospective antagonist be- 
ing even now in confidential coSultation 
with his own friend and ally, whose func- 
tions he had usurped, and in whose interests 
he was about to risk his life. And as he 
walked away through the silent streets, the 
conviction more than once was forced upon 
him that he waa going to an appointment 
that would not be kept. 

He reached the station some ten minutes 
before the train was due. Two or three 



214 Ji WARD OF TEE GOLDEN GATE. 

half-diowBy, inrapped-up passengers were 
already on the platform; but neither Don 
Cffisar nor Colonel Pendleton was among 
them. He explored the waiting-rooms and 
even the half-lit buffet, but with no better 
success. Telling the Bahitkof Inspector 
that his passage was only contingent upon 
the arrival of one or two companions, and 
describing them minutely to prevent mis* 
takes, he began gloomily to pace before the 
ticket-office. Five minutes passed — the 
number of passengers did not increase ; ten 
minutes; a distant shriek — the hoarse in- 
quiry of the inspector — had the Herr's 
companions yet gehommt f the sudden glare 
of a Cyclopean eye in the darkness, the on- 
gliding of the long-jointed and gleaming 
spotted serpent, the train — a hurried glance 
around the platform, one or two guttural 
orders, the slamming of doors, the remount- 
ingof black uniformed flgureB like oaryati- 
des along the marcJiepieda^ a puff of vapor, 
and the train had come and gone without 
them. 

Yet he would give his adversary fifteen 
minutes more to allow for accident or de- 
lay, or the possible arrival of the colonel 
with an explanation, and recommenced 
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gloomy pacing, as the Bahmkqf sank back 
into half -lit repose. At the end of five min- 
utes there was another shriek. Paul turned 
quickly to the inspector. Ah, then, there 
was another train ? No ; it was only the up 
express for Basle, going the <^her way and 
stopping at the Nord Station^ half a mile 
away. It would not stop here, but the Herr 
would see it pass in a few moments at full 
speeci. 

It oame presently, with a prolonged de- 
spairing shriek, out of the dfurkness ; a flash, 
a rush and roar at his side, a plunge into 
the darkness again with the same despairing 
cry ; a flutter of something white from one 
of the windows, like a loosened curtain, that 
at last seemed to detach itself, and, after a 
wild attempt to follow, suddenly soared 
aloft, whirled over and over, dropped, and 
drifted slowly, slantwise, to the ground. 

The inspector had seen it, ran down the 
line, and picked it up. Then he returned 
with it to Paul with a look of sympathizing 
concern. It was a lady's handkerchief, evi- 
denidy some signal waved to the well-bom 
Herr, who was the only passenger on the 
platform. So, possibly, it might be from 
his friends, who by some stupid mischance 
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had gone to the wrong station, and — GoU 
im mmmdf — it was hideously stupid, yet 
possible, got on the wrong train ! 

The Herr, a little pale, but composed, 
thought it was possible. No ; he would not 
telegraph to the next station — not yet — he 
would inquire. 

He walked quickly away, reaching the 
hotel breathlessly, yet in a space that 
seemed all too brief for his disconnected 
thought. There were signs of animation in 
the hall, and an empty carriage was just 
reentering the courtyard. The hall-porter 
met him with demonstrative concern and 
apology. Ah I if he had only understood 
his Excellency better, he could have saved 
him all this trouble. Evidently his Excel- 
lency was going with the Arguello party, 
who had ordered a carriage, doubtless, for 
the same important journey, an hour before, 
yet had left only a few moments after hia 
Excellency, and his Excellency, it would ap- 
pear, had gone to the wrong station. 

Paul pushed hurriedly past the man and 
ascended to his room. Both windows were 
open, and in the faint moonlight he could 
see that something white was pinned to his 
pillow. With nervous fingers he relit his 
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candles, and found it was a note in Yerba's 
handwriting. As he opened it, a tiny spray 
of the vine that had grown on the crum- 
bling wall fell at his feet. He picked it up, 
pressed it to his lips, and read, with dim 
eyes, as follows : — 

You know now why I spoke to you as I 
did to-day, and why the other half of this 
precious spray is the only memory I care to 
carry with me out of this crumbling rum of 
all my hopes. You were right, Paul: my 
taking you there was an omen — not to you, 
who can never be anything but proud, be- 
loved, and true — but to me of all the shame 
and misery. Thank you for all you have 
done — for all you would do, my friend, and 
don't think me ungrateful, only because I 
am unworthy of it. Try to forgive me, but 
don't forget me, even if you must hate me. 
Perhaps, if you knew all — you might still 
love a little the poor girl to whom you have 
already given the only name she can ever 
take from you — Yebba Buena I 



CHAPTER Vn. 

It was already aatanm, and in die tatjf vi 
New York an early Sunday morning breeze 
was sweeping up the leaves that had fallen 
from the regularly planted aJlantns trees 
before the brown-stone frontage of a row 
ot monotoiMiidy alike fiveHatoried houses am 
one of die principal aTtennes. The Pastor 
of the Third Piesbyteruut 0»reh, &at 
uplifted its doable towers on tiie eomer, 
stopped before one of these dwellings, ran 
up the dozen broad steps, and rang the bdL 
He was preseniiy admittted to Hie s<»nbre 
ridbnesB of a hall and drawing-room with 
high-backed fomitore of dark carved woods, 
lilcft cathedral stalls, and, hat in hand, some- 
what impatiently awaited the arrival o£ Ids 
hostess and parishioner* Hie door opened 
to a tall, white-haired woman in lustreless 
black silk. She was regular and resointe 
in features, of fine but unbending presence, 
and, though somewhat past middle age, 
showed no signs of either the weakness or 
mellowness of years. , 
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**I am sorry to disturb yonr Sabbath 
morning meditations, Sister Argalls, nor 
would I if it were not in the line of Chris- 
tian duty ; but Sister Bobbins is unable to- 
day to make her usual Sabbath hospital 
visit, and I thought if you were excused 
from the Forrign Missionary class and Kble 
instruction at three you might undertake 
her functions. I know, my dear old friend," 
he continued, with bland deprecation of her 
hard-set eyes, ^ how distasteful this promis- 
cuous mingUng with the rough and ungodly 
has always been to you, and how reluctant 
you are to be placed in the position of be- 
ing liable to hear coarse, vulgar, or irrev- 
erent speech. I think, too, in our long and 
pleasant pastoral relations, you have always 
found me mindful of it. I admit I have 
sometimes regretted that your late husband 
had not more generally familiarized you 
with the ways of the world. But so it b— 
we all have our weaknesses. If not one 
thing, another. And as Envy and Unchari- 
tableness sometimes find their way in even 
Christian hearts, I should like you to under- 
take this office for the sake of example. 
There are some, dear Sister Argalls, who 
think tJiat the rich widow who is most lib- 
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eral in the endowment of the goods that 
Providence has intrusted to her hands claims 
therefore to be exempt from labor in the 
Christian vineyard. Let us teach them how 
unjust they are." 

^^ I am willing/' said the lady, with a dry, 
determined air. *'*' I suppose these patients 
are not professedly bad characters ? " 

*' By no means. A few, perhaps ; but the 
majority are unfortunates — dependent either 
upon public charity or some small provision 
made by their friends." 

" Very well." 

*^And you understand that though they 
have the privilege of rejecting your Christian 
ministrations, dear Sister Argalls, you are 
free to judge when you may be patient or 
importunate with them ? " 

" I understand." 

The Pastor was not an unkindly man, 
and, as he glanced at the uncompromising 
look in Mrs. Argalls's eyes, felt for a mo- 
ment some inconsistency between his hu- 
mane instincts and his Christian duty. 
** Some of them may require, and be bene- 
fited by, a stern monitress, and Sister Bob- 
bins, I fear, was weak," he said consolingly 
to himself, as he descended the steps again. 
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At tliree o'clock Mrs. Argalls, with a 
reticule and a few tracts, was at the door of 
St. John's Hospital. As she displayed her 
testimonials and annoonced that she had 
taken Mrs. Robbins's place, the officials re- 
ceived her respectfully, and gave some in- 
structions to the attendants, which, however, 
did not stop some individual comments. 

^^ I say, Jim, it does n't seem the square 
thing to let that grim old girl loose among 
them poor convalescents." 

"Well, I don't know: they say she's 
rich and gives a lot o' money away, but if 
she tackles that swearing old Kentuckian in 
No. 3, she '11 have her hands full." 

However, the criticism was scarcely fair, 
for Mrs. Argalls, although moving rigidly 
along from bed to bed of the ward, equipped 
with a certain formula of phrases, neverthe- 
less dropped from time to time some practi- 
cal common-sense questions that showed an 
almost masculine intuition of the patients' 
needs and requirements. Nor did she be- 
tray any of that over-sensitive shrinking 
from coarseness which the good Pastor had 
feared, albeit she was quick to correct its 
exhibition. The languid men listened to 
her with half-aggressiye, half-amused inter- 
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est, and some of the satisfaction of taking a 
bitter but wholesome tonic. It was not un- 
til she reached the bed at the farther end of 
the ward that she seemed to meet with any 
check. 

It was occupied by a haggard man, with 
a long white moustache and features that 
seemed wasted by inward struggle and fever. 
At the first sound of her voice he turned 
quickly towards her, lifted himself on his 
elbow, and gazed fixedly in her face. 

" Kate Howard — by the Eternal 1 " he 
said, in a low voice. 

Despite her rigid self-possession the wo>- 
man started, glanced hurriedly around, and 
drew nearer to Um. 

^ Pendleton ! " she said, in an equally 
suppressed voice. ^' What, in God's name, 
are you doing here ? " 

*' Dying, I reckon — sooner or later," he 
said grimly, " that 's what they do here." 

"But — what," she went on hurriedly, 
still glancing over her shoulder as if she 
suspected some trick — "what has brought 
you to this?" 

" You ! " said the colonel, dropping back 
exhaustedly oil his pillow. " You and your 
daughter." 
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^'I don't understand you/' she said 
quickly, yet regarding him with stem rigid- 
ity. ^^ You know perfectly well I have no 
daughter. You know perfectly well that 
I've kept the word I gave you ten years 
ago, and that I have been dead to her as 
she has been to me." 

^^I know," said the colonel, ^^that within 
the last three months I have paid away my 
last cent to keep the mouth of an infernal 
scoundrel shut who knows that you are her 
mother, and threatens to expose her to her 
friends. I know that I'm dying here of 
an old wound that I got when I shut the 
mouth of another hound who was ready to 
bark at her two years after you disappeared. 
I know that between you and her I 've let 
my old nigger die of a broken heart, because 
I could n't keep him to suffer with me, and 
I know that I'm here a pauper on the 
State. I know that, Kate, and when I say 
it I don't regret it. I 've kept my word to 
you^ and, by the Eternal, your daughter's 
worth it ! For if there ever was a fair and 
peerless creature — it 's your child 1 " 

"And she — a rich woman — unless she 
squandered the fortune I gave her — lets 
you lie here ! " said the woman grimly. 
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" She don't know it." 

^^She should know it! ELave you quar- 
reled?" She was looking at him keenly. 

*^She distrusts me, because she half sus- 
pects the secret, and I had n't the heart to 
teU her all." 

"All? What does she know? What 
does this man know? What has been told 
her ? " she said rapidly. 

" She only knows that the name she has 
taken she has no right to." 

"Bight to? Why, it was written on the 
Trust — Yerba Buena." 

"No, not that. She thought it was a 
mistake. She took the name of Arguello." 

"What?" said Mrs. Argalls, suddenly 
grasping the invalid's wrist with both hands. 
" What name ? " Her eyes were startled 
from their rigid coldness, her lips were col- 
orless. 

"Arguello! It was some foolish school- 
girl fancy which that hound helped to foster 
in her. Why — what 's the matter, Kate ? " 

The woman dropped the helpless man's 
wrist, then, with an effort, recovered herself 
sufficiently to rise, and, with an air of in- 
creased decorum, as if the spiritual charac- 
ter of their interview excluded worldly in* 
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trosion, adjusted the screen around his bed, 
so as partly to hide her own face and Pendle- 
ton's. Then, dropping into the chair beside 
him, she said, in her old voice, from which 
the burden of ten long years seemed to have 
been lifted, — 

^^ Harry, what's that you're playing on 
me?" 

^^ I don't understand you," said Pendleton 
amazedly. 

^^ Do you mean to say you don't know it, 
and didn't tell her yourself?" she said 
curtly. 

"What? Tell her what?" he repeated 
impatiently. 

" That Arguello was her father I " 

"Her father?" He tried to struggle to 
his elbow again, but she laid her hand mas- 
terfully upon his shoulder and forced him 
back. " Her father I " he repeated hur- 
riedly. ** Jose Arguello I Great God 1 — 
are you sure?" 

Quietly and yet mechanically gathering 
tthe scattered tracts from the coverlet, and 
I putting them back, one by one in her reti- 
cule, she closed it and her lips with a snap 
as she uttered — " Yes." 

Pendleton remained staring at her si- 
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lently, ^^ Tes,'* lie mattered, ^^ it maj bave 
been some instinot of the child's, or some 
diabolical fancy of Briones'. But," he said 
bitterly, '^true or not, she has no right to 
his name." 

*^ And I say she Aaa." 

She had risen to her feet, with her arms 
folded across her breast, in an attitude of 
such Puritan composure that the distant 
spectators might have thought she was d&- 
Urering an exordium to the prostrate man. 

*^I met Jos^ Arguello, for the second 
time, in New Orleans," she said slowly, 
^^ eight years ago. He was still rich, but 
ruined in health by dissipation. I was tired 
of my way of life. He proposed that I 
should marry him to take care of him and 
legitimatize our child. I was forced to tell 
him what I had done with her, and that 
the Trust could not be disturbed until she 
was of age and her own mistress. He as- 
sented. We married, but he died within a 
year. He died, leaving with me his acknow- 
ledgment of her as his child, and the right 
to claim her if I chose." 

^^ And ? " — interrupted the colonel with 
sparkling eyes. 

" / dofCt choose. 
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'^ Hear me I " she oontixmed firmly^ ^' With 
his name and my own mistress, and the girl, 
as I beHeved, properly provided for and ig. 
noiant of my existence, I saw no necessity 
for reopening the past. I resolved to lead a 
new life as his widow. I came north. In 
the little New England town where I first 
stopped, the country people contracted my 
name to Mrs. Argalls. I let it stand so. 1 
came to New York and entered the service 
of the Lord and the bonds of the Church, 
Henry Pendleton, as Mrs. Argalls, and have 
remained so ever since." 

"But you would not object to Yerba 
knowing that you lived, and rightly bore her 
father's name ? " said Pendleton eagerly. 

The woman looked at him with com- 
pressed lips. " I should. I have buried all 
my past, and all its consequences. Let me 
not seek to reopen it or recall them." 

" But if you knew that she was as proud 
as yourself, and that this very uncertainty 
as to her name and parentage, although she 
has never known the whole truth, kept her 
from taking the name and becoming the 
wife of a man whom she loves ? " 

" Whom she loves I " ^ 

" Yes ; one of her guardians — Hathaway 



228 A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. 

—to whom you intrusted her when she was 
a chad." 

" Paul Hathaway — but he knew it." 
r ^^ Yes. But she does not know he does. 
He has kept the secret faithfully, even when 
she refused him." 

She was silent for a moment, and then 
said, — 

*^ So be it. I consent." 

" And you 'U write to her ? " said the 
colonel eagerly. 

**No. But you may, and if you want 
them I will furnish you with such proofs as 
you may require." 

^^ Thank you." He held out his hand 
with such a happy yet childish gratitude 
upon his worn face that her own trembled 
slightly as she took it. " Good-by 1 " 

^^ I shall see you soon," she said. 

^^ I shall be here," he said grimly. 

*^ I think not," she returned, with the first 
relaxation of her smileless face, and moved 
away* 

As she passed out she asked to see the 
house surgeon. How soon did he think the 
patient she had been conversing with could 
be removed from the hospital with safety? 
Did Mrs. Argalls mean ^^far?" Mrs. Ar- 
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galls meant as far as that — tendering her 
card and eminently respectable address. 
Ah I — perhaps in a week. Not before ? 
Perhaps before, unless complications en- 
sued ; the patient had been much run down 
physically, though, as Mrs. Argalls had 
probably noticed, he was singularly strong 
in neryous will force. Mrs. Argalls Juid 
noticed it, and considered it an extraordi- 
nary case of conviction — worthy of the 
closest watching and care. When he was 
able to be moved she would send her own 
carriage and her own physician to superin- 
tend his transfer. In the mean time he was 
to want for nothing. Certainly, he had 
given very little trouble, and, in fact, wanted 
very little. Just now he had only asked for 
paper, pens, and ink. 



CHAPTER Vm. 

As Mrs. Argalls's carriage rolled into 
Fifth Avenue, it for a moment narrowly 
graased another carriage, loaded with lug- 
gage, driving up to a hotel. The abstracted 
traveler within it was Paul Hathaway, who 
had returned from Europe that morning. 

Paul entered the hotel, and, going to the 
register mechanically, turned its leaves for 
the previous arrivals, with the same hope- 
less patience that had for the last six weeks 
accompanied this habitual preliminary per- 
formance on his arrival at the principal Eu- 
ropean hotels. For he had lost all trace of 
Yerba, Pendleton, Milly, and the Briones 
from the day of their departure. The en- 
tire party seemed to have separated at 
Basle, and, in that eight-hours' start they 
had of him, to have disappeared to the four 
cardinal points. He had lingered a few 
days in London to transact some business ; 
he would linger a few days longer in New 
York before returning to San Francisco. 
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The daily papers already contained bis 
name in the list of the steamer passengers 
who arrived that morning. It might meet 
her eye, although he had been haunted dur- 
ing the voyage by a terrible fancy that she 
was still in Europe, and had either hidden 
herself in some obscure provincial town with 
the half-crazy Pendleton, or had entered a 
convent, or even, in reckless despair, had 
accepted the name and title of some penni- 
less nobleman. It was this miserable doubt 
that had made his homeward journey at 
times seem like a cruel desertion of her, 
while at other moments the conviction that 
MiUy's Califomian relatives might give him 
some clew to her whereabouts made him fe- 
verishly fearful of delaying an hour on his 
way to San Francisco. He did not believe 
that she had tolerated the company of 
Briones a single moment after the scene at 
the Bad Hof, and yet he had no confidence 
in the colonel's attitude towards the Mexi- 
can. Hopeless of the future as her letter 
seemed, still its naive and tacit confession 
of her feelings at the moment was all that 
sustained him. 

Two days passed, and he still lingered 
aimlessly in New York. In two days more 
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the Panama steamer would sail — yet in his 
hesitation he had pat off securing his pas- 
sage. He visited the ofiBces of the different 
European steamer lines, and examined the 
recent passenger lists, but there was no rec- 
ord of any of the party. What made his 
quest seem the more hopeless was his belief 
that, after Briones' revelation, she had cast 
off the name of Arguello and taken some 
other. She might even be in New York 
under that new name now. 

On the morning of the third day, among 
his letters was one that bore the postmark 
of a noted suburban settlement of wealthy 
villa-owners on the Hudson River. It was 
from Milly Woods, stating that her father 
had read of his arrival in the papers, and 
begged he would dine and stay the next 
night with them at "Under Cliff," if he 
"still had any interest in the fortunes of 
old friends. Of course," added the peren- 
nially incoherent Milly, " if it bores you we 
sha'n't expect you." The quick color came 
to Paul's careworn cheek. He telegraphed 
assent, and at sunset that afternoon stepped 
off the train at a little private woodland 
station — so abnormally rustic and pictur- 
esque in ibS brown-bark walls covered with 
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scarlet Virginia creepers that it looked like 
a theatrical erection, 

Mr. Woods's station wagon was in wait- 
ing, but Paul, handing the driver his valise, 
and ascertaining the general direction of 
the house, and that it was not far distant, 
told him to go on and he would follow 
afoot. The tremor of vague anticipation 
had already come upon him ; something that 
he knew not whether he feared or longed 
for, only that it was inevitable, had begun 
to possess him. He would soon recover him- 
self in the flaring glory of this woodland, 
and the invigoration of this hale October 
air. 

It was a beautiful and brilliant sunset, 
yet not so beautiful and brilliant but that 
the whole opulent forest around him seemed 
to challenge and repeat its richest as well as 
its most delicate dyes. The reddening west, 
seen through an openiug of scarlet maples, 
was no longer red ; the golden glory of the 
sun, sinking over a promontory of gleaming 
yellow sumach that jutted out into the noble 
river, was shorn of its intense radiance ; at 
times in the thickest woods he seemed sur- 
rounded by a yellow nimbus; at times so 
luminous was the glow of these translucent 
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leaves that the position of the sun itself 
seemed changed, or the shadows cast in de- 
fiance of its glory. As he walked on, long 
reaches of the lordly placid stream at his 
side were visible, as far as the terraces of 
the opposite shore, lifted on basaltic col- 
umns, themselves streaked and veined with 
gold and fire. Paul had seen nothing like 
this since his boyhood; for an instant the 
great heroics of the Sierran landscape were 
forgotten in this magnificent harlequinade. 

A dim footpath crossed the road in the 
direction of the house, which for the last 
few moments had been slowly etching itself 
as a soft vignette in a tinted aureole of wal- 
nut and maple upon the steel blue of the 
river. He was hesitating whether to take 
this short cut or continue on by the road, 
when he heard the rustling of quick foot- 
steps among the fallen leaves of the varie- 
gated thicket through which it stole. He 
stopped short, the leafy screen shivered and 
parted, and a tall graceful figure, like a 
draped and hidden Columbine, burst through 
its painted foliage. It was Yerba I 

She ran quickly towards him, with parted 
lips, shining eyes, and a few scarlet leaves 
clinging to the st^iff of her worsted dress in 
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a way that recalled the pink petals of Ro« 
sario. 

^^ When I saw yon were not in the wagon 
and knew yon were walking I slipped ont to 
intercept you, as I had something to tell 
you before you saw the others. I thought 
you wouldn't mind." She stopped, and 
suddenly hesitated. 

What was this new strange shyness that 
seemed to droop her eyelids, her proud head, 
and even the slim hand that had been so 
impulsively and frankly oiltstretohed to- 
wards him? And he — Paul — what was 
he doing? Where was this passionate out- 
burst that had filled his heart for nights and 
days ? Where this eager tumultuous ques- 
tioning that his feverish lipe had rehearsed 
hour by hour? Where this desperate cour- 
age that would sweep the whole world away 
if it stood between them? Where, indeed? 
He was standing only a few feet from her 
— cold, silent, and tremulous I 

She drew back a step, lifted her head 
with a quick toss that seemed to condense 
the moisture in her shining eyes, and sent 
what might have been a glittering dew-drop 
flying into the loosed tendrils of her hair. 
Calm and erect again, she put her little 
hand to her jacket pocket. 
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^* I only wanted you to read a letter I got 
yesterday," she said, taking out an envel- 
ope. 

The spell was broken. Paul canglit 
eagerly at the hand that held the letter, 
and would have drawn her to him ; but she 
put him aside gravely but sweetly. 

" Bead that letter 1 " 

" Tell me of yoursdf first ! " he broke 
out passionately. ^^ Why you fled from me, 
and why I now find you here, by the merest 
chance, without a word of sunmions from 
yourself, Yerba ? Tell me who is with you ? 
Are you free and your own mistress — free 
to act for yourself and me? Speak, dar- 
ling — don't be cruel I Since that night I 
have longed for you, sought for you, and 
suffered for you every day and hour. Tell 
me if I find you the same Yerba who 
wrote" — 

" Read that letter ! " 

^^ I care for none but the one you left me. 
I have read and reread it, Yerba — carried 
it always with me. See I I have it here I " 
He was in the act of withdrawing it from 
his breast-pocket, when she put up her hand 
piteously. 

^* Please, Paul, please — read this letter 
firsti" 
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There was something in her new suppli- 
cating grace, still retaining the faintest sug- 
gestion of her old girlish archness, that 
struck him. He took die letter and opened 
it. It was from Colonel Pendleton. 

Plainly, concisely, and f ormaUy, without 
giving the name of his authority or suggest- 
ing his interview with Mrs. ArgaUs, he had 
informed Yerba that he had documentary 
testimony that she was the daughter of the 
late Jos^ de Arguello, and legally entitled 
to bear his name. A copy of the instruc- 
tions given to his wife, ^cognizing Yerba 
Buena, the ward of the San Francisco Trust, 
afi his chUd and hers, and leaving to the 
mother the choice of making it known to 
her and others, was inclosed. 

Paul turned an unchanged face upon 
Yerba, who was watching him eagerly, un- 
easily, almost breathlessly. 

^' And you think this concerns 971^ ! " he 
said bitterly. ^^ You think only of this, 
when I speak of the precious letter that 
bade me hope, and brought me to you ? " 

"Paul," said the girl, with wondering 
eyes and hesitating lips ; " do you mean to 
say that — that — this is — nothing to you?" 

** Yes — but forgive me, darling ! " he 
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broke oat again, with a sadden vagae ie> 
monefalness, as he onoe more sought her 
elosive hand. ^^ I am a brate — an egotist I 
I forgot that it might be something to yot^." 

** Paul," continued the girl, her Toice quiv- 
ering with a strange joy, ^^ do you say that 
you — you yourself, care nothing for this?" 

** Nothing," he answered, gazing at her 
transfigured face with admiring wonder. 

^* And " — more timidly, as a faint aurora 
kindled in her cheeks — *^that you don't 
care — that — that — I am coming to you 
with a name^ to give you in — exchange?" 

He started. 

** Yerba, you are not mocking me ? You 
will be my wife ? " 

She smiled, yet moving softly bax^kwards 
with the grave stateliness of a vanishing yet 
beckoning goddess, until she reached the 
sumach-bush from which she had emerged. 
He f oUowed. Another backward step, and 
it yielded to let her through ; but even as it 
did so she caught him in her arms, and for 
a single moment it closed upon them both, 
and hid them in its glory. A still lingering 
song-bird, possibly convinced that he had 
mistaken the season, and that spring had 
really come, flew out with a little cry to 
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cany liie moBsage Booth; but eT6ii tlieii 
Paul and Yerba emeiged with suoh inno- 
oent, childlikfl graTitj, and, nde bjr tide, 
walked bo oompoBedly towaiidi the hooBO, 
that he though better o£ iti 



CHAPTER IX. 

It was only the third time they had ever 
met — did Paul consider that when he 
thought her cold? Did he know now why 
she had not understood him at Bosario? 
Did he understand now how calculating and 
selfish he had seemed to her that night? 
Could he look her in the face now — no, 
he must be quiet — they were so near the 
house, and everybody could see them I — and 
say that he had ever believed her capable 
of making up that story of the Arguel- 
los? Could he not have guessed that she 
had some memory of that name in her child- 
ish recollections, how or where she knew 
not? Was it strange that a daughter 
should have an instinct of her father? Was 
it kind to her to know aU this himself and 
yet reveal nothing? Because her mother 
and father had quarreled, and her mother 
had run away with somebody and left her a 
ward to strangers — was that to be concealed 
from her, and she left without a name? 
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This, and much more, tenderly leproachfnl, 
bewildering and sweetly illogical, yet inez« 
pressibly dear to Paul, as ihey walked on in 
the gloaming. 

More to the purpose, however, the &ct 
that Biiones, as far as she knew, did not 
know her mother, and never before the night 
at Strudle Bad had ever spoken of her. 
Still more to the purpose, that he had dis- 
appeared after an interview with the colonel 
that night, and that she believed always 
that the colonel had bought him off. It 
was not ¥dth her money. She had some- 
times thought that the colonel and he were 
in confidence, and that was why she had 
lately distrusted Pendleton. But she had 
refused to take the name of ArgueUo again 
after that scene, and had called herself only 
by the name he had given her — would he 
forgive her for ever speaking of it as she 
had? — Yerba Buena. But on shipboard, 
at Milly's suggestion, and to keep away 
from Briones, her name had appeared on 
the passenger list as Miss Grood, and they 
had come, not to New York, but Boston. 

It was possible that the colonel had ex- 
tracted the information he sent her from 
Briones. They had parted from Pendleton 
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in London, as lie was grumpy and queer, 
and, as Milly thought, becoming very mi« 
serly and avaricious as lie grew older, for lie 
was always quarreling over the hotel bills. 
But he had Mrs. Woods's New York address 
at Under Cliff, and, of course, guessed where 
she was. There was no address on his let- 
ter : he had said he would write again. 

Thus much until they reached the steps 
of the veranda, and Milly, flying down, was 
ostentatiously overwhelmed with the unex- 
pected appearance of Mr. Paul Hathaway 
and Yerba, whom she had been watching 
from the window for the last ten minutes. 
Then the appearance of Mr. Woods, Cali- 
fomian and reminiscent, and Mrs. Woods, 
metropolitan, languid, and forgetful, and 
the sudden and formal retirement of the 
girls. An arch and indefinable mystery in 
the air whenever Paul and Yerba appeared 
together — of which even the servants were 
discreetly conscious. 

At dinner Mr. Woods again became ret- 
rospective and Califomian, and dwelt upon 
the changes he had noticed. It appeared 
the old pioneers had in few cases attained a 
comfortable fortune for their old age. ^^I 
know," he added, *^ that your friend Colonel 
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Pendleton has dropped a good deal of money 
over in Europe. Somebody told me that he 
actually was reduced to take a steerage pas- 
sage home. It looks as if he might gamble 
— it's an old Calif omian complaint." As 
Paul, who had become suddenly grave again, 
did not speak, Mrs. Woods reminded them 
that she had always doubted the colonel's 
moral principles. Old as he was, he had 
never got over that freedom of life and so- 
cial opinion which he had imbibed in early 
days. For her part, she was very glad he 
had not returned from Europe with the 
girls, though, of course, the presence of Don 
CaBsar and his sister during their European 
sojourn was a corrective. As Paul's £ice 
grew darker during this languid criticism^ 
Yerba, who had been watching it witii a 
new and absorbing sympathy, sdzed the first 
moment when they left Hie table to inter 
rogate him with beartbreakiiig eyes. 

Toa dan*t tiiink, Paul, that the colonel 
is really poor?" 

*« God only knows,'' said PaaL <^Itrenir 
ble to think how that scoondiel may have 
bkdhim.'' 

^And an forme! Paul, dear^ yon know 
yon were saying in the woods tliat yoo would 
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nevier, ncwr toadi my money. Wluit'* — 
eamltiDgly — ^if we gave it to him?'' 

YfhaX answer Pftol made did not trans- 
pire, for it fleemed to have been indicated 
by an interval of profound silenoe. 

Bat Hie next morning, as he and Mr. 
Woods were closeted in the lilnary, Yerba 
broke in npon them with a pathetic &oe 
and a tel^^ram in her hand. ^ Oh, Paol— 
Mr. Hathaway — it 's true I ** 

Paul seized the telegram quickly: it had 
no signature, only the line : ^^ Colonel Pen- 
dleton is dangerously ill at St. John's Hos- 
pital" 

^^ I must go at once," said Paul, rising. 

" Oh, Paul " — imploringly — " let me go 
with you I I should never forgive myself 
if — and it*8 (addressed to me, and what 
would he think if I did n't come ? " 

Paul hesitated. ^^'Mrs. Woods will let 
Milly go with us — and she can stay at the 
hoteL Say yes," she continued, seeking his 
eyes eagerly. 

He consented, and in half an hour they 
were in the train for New York. Leaving 
Milly at the hotel, ostensibly in deference 
to the Woods's prejudices, but really to 
save the presence of a third party at this 
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meeting, Paul drove with Yerba rapidly to 
the hospital. They were admitted to an 
anteroom. The house surgeon reoeived 
them respectfully, but doubtingly. The pa- 
tient was a little better this morning, but 
very weak. There was a lady now witii him 
— a member of a religions and charitable 
guild, who had taken the greatest interest in 
him — indeed, she had ¥rished to take him 
to her own home — but he had declined at 
first, and now he was too weak to be re- 
moved. 

^^Bttt I reoeived this tel^ram: it must 
have been sent at his request," protested 
Yerba. 

The house surgeon looked at the beauti- 
ful face. He was mortal. He would see if 
the patient was able to stand another inter- 
view; possibly the regular visitor might 
withdraw. 

When he had gone, an attendant volun- 
teered the information that the old gentle- 
man was perhaps a little excited at times. 
He was a wonderful man ; he had seen a 
great deal; he talked much of California 
and the early days ; he was very interesting. 
Ah, it would be all rig^t now if the doctor 
found him well enough, for the lady was alp 
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resdj going — that was she, coming thiongli 
ihehalL 

She came slowly towards them — erect, 
gray, g^rim — a still handsome apparition. 
Paul started. To his horror, Yerba ran im- 
pnlsively forward, and said eagerly : ^^ Is he 
better? Can he see us now? " 

The woman halted an instant, seemed, to 
gadier die prayer-book and reticnle she was 
carrying closer to her breast, but was other- 
wise unchanged. Beplying to Paul rather 
than the young girl, she said rigidly : '^ The 
patient is able to see Mr. Hathaway and 
Miss Yerba Buena," and passed slowly on. 
But as she reached the door she unloosed 
her black mourning veil from her bonnet, 
and seemed to drop it across her face with 
the gesture that Paul remembered she had 
used twelve years ago. 

^* She frightens me ! " said Yerba, turn- 
ing a suddenly startled face on Paul. *^ Oh, 
Paul, I hope it isn't an omen, but she 
looked like some one from the grave I " 

^* Hush I " said Paul, turning away a face 
that was whiter than her own. ^' They are 
coming now." 

The house surgeon had returned a trifle 
graver. They might see him now, but they 
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most be warned that he wandered at times 
a little ; and, if he might suggest, if it was 
anything of family importance, they had 
better make the most of their time and his 
lucid intervals. Perhaps if they were old 
friends — very old friends — he would rec- 
ognize them. He was wandering much in 
the past — always in the past. 

They found him in the end of the ward, 
but so carefully protected and partitioned 
off by screens that the space around his cot 
had all the privacy and security of an apart- 
ment. He was very much changed ; they 
would scarcely have known him, but for the 
delicately curved aquiline profile and die 
long white moustache — now so faint and 
etherealized as to seem a mere spirit wing 
that rested on his pillow. To their surprise 
he opened his eyes with a smile of perfect 
recognition, and, with thin fingers beyond 
the coverlid, beckoned to them to approach. 
Yet there was still a shadow of his old re- 
serve in his reception of Paul, and, although 
one hand interlocked the fingers of Yerba — 
who had at first rushed impulsively forward 
and fallen on her knees beside the bed — 
and the other softly placed itself upon her 
head, his eyes were fished upon the young 
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man's with the eeremonioiumeai doe to a 
stranger* 

^ I am glad to see, sir/' he began in a 
slow, broken, bat perfectly audible Toioe, 
** diat now yon are — satisfied with the 
right — of 1^ young lady — to bear the 
name of — Argnello — and her relationship 
— sir — to one of the oldest '' — 

**Bat, my dear old friend,'' broke out 
Paul, earnestly, ^ I neoer cared for that — 
I beg you to beUeve " — 

** He never — never — cared for it — 
dear, dear colonel," sobbed Terba, passion- 
ately: ^^it was all my fault — he thought 
only of me — you wrong him ! " 

**/ think otherwise," said the colonel, 
with grim and relentless deliberation. *^I 
have a vivid — impression — sir — of an 
«— interview I had with you — at the St. 
Charles — where you said " — He was si- 
lent for a moment, and then in a quite dif- 
ferent voice called faintly — 

« George I " 

Paul and Yerba glanced quickly at each 
other. 

^^ George, set out some refreshment for 
the Honorable Paul Hathaway. The best, 
sir — you understand. • • • A good nigger. 
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sir — a good boy ; and he never leaves me, 
sir. Only, by gad ! sir, he will starve him* 
self and his family to be with me. I brought 
him with me to Calif omia away back in the 
fall of 'forty-nine. Those were the early 
days, sir — the early days." 

E[is head had fallen back quite easily on 
the pillow now ; but a slight film seemed to 
be closing over his dark eyes, like the inner 
lid of an eagle when it gazes upon the sun. 

^^ They were the old days, sir — the days 
of Men — when a man's word was enough 
for anything, and h^s trigger-finger settled 
any doubt. When the Trust that he took 
from Man, Woman, or Child was never 
broken. When the tide, sir, that swept 
through the Golden Gate came up as far as 
Montgomery Street." 

He did not speak again. But they who 
stood beside him knew that the tide had 
once more come up to Montgomery Street, 
and was carrying Harry P^idleton away 
with it. 
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CHAPTER L 



It WM very dajk, and the wind was in- 
creasing. The last gust had been preceded 
by an ominous roaring down the whole 
mountain. side, which continued for some 
time after the trees in the little valley had 
lapsed into silence. The air was filled with 
a faint, cool, sodden odor, as of stirred for- 
est depths. In those intervals of sHenoe 
the darkness seemed to increase in propor- 
tion and grow almost palpable. Yet out of 
this sightless and soundless void now came 
the tinkle of a spur's rowels, the dry crack- 
ling of saddle leathers, and the muffled 
plunge of a hoof in the thick carpet of dust 
and desiccated leaves. Then a voice, which 
in spite of its matter-of-fact reality the ob- 
scurity lent a certain mystery to, said: — 

^^I can't make out anything I Where 
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the devil have we got to, anyway? It 's as 
black as Tophet, here ahead I '' 

*^ Strike a light and make a flare with 
something," returned a second voice. ^^ Look 
where you're shoving to — now — keep 
your horse off, will ye." 

There was more muffled plunging, a 
silence, the rustle of paper, the quick spurt 
of a match, and then the uplifting of a flick- 
ering flame. But it revealed only the heads 
and shoulders of three horsemen, framed 
within a nebulous ring of light, that still left 
their horses and even their lower figures in 
impenetrable shadow. Then the flame leaped 
up and died out with a few zigzagging 
sparks that were falling to the ground, when 
a third voice, that was low but somewhat 
pleasant in its cadence, said : — 

" Be careful where you throw that. You 
were careless last time. With this wind and 
the leaves like tinder, you might send a fur- 
nace blast through the woods." 

" Then at least we 'd see where we were." 

Nevertheless, he moved his horse, whose 
trampling hoofs beat out the last fallen spark. 
Complete darkness and silence again fol- 
lowed. Presently the flrst speaker con- 
tinued : — 
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<< I reckon we 'U hare to wait here till the 
next squall clears away the scud from the 
shy. Hello! What's that?" 

Out of the obscurity before them ap* 
peared a faint light, — a dim but perfectly 
defined square of radiance, — which, how- 
ever, did not appear to illuminate anything 
around it Sudd^y it disappeared. 

*^ That's a house — it's a light in a win^ 
dow," said the second voice. 

^ House be d— dl" retorted the fifst 
speaker. ^ A house with a window on Cral- 
loper's Bidge, fifteen miles from anywhere ? 
You're craay!" 

Nevertheless, fnmi the muffled plunging 
and tinkling that followed, they seemed to 
be moving in the direction where the light 
had aiqpeared. Then there was a pause. 

^There's nothing but a rocky outcrop 
here, where a house couldn't stand, and 
we're off the trail again," said the first 
speaker impatiently. 

'^ Stop ! — there it is again ! " 

The same square of light appeared once 
more, but the horsemen had evidently di- 
verged in the darkness, for it seemed to be in 
a different direction. But it was more dis- 
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tinct, and as thqr gazed a shadow appeared 
npon its radiant surface — €be profile of a 
human face. Then the light suddenly went 
out, and the face vanished with it. 

*^ It is a window, and there was some one 
behind it/' said the second speaker emphat- 
ically. 

*^ It was a woman's face," said the plea* 
sant voice. 

^ Whoever it is, just hail them, so that 
we can get our bearings. Sing out ! All 
together I " 

The tibree voices rose in a prolonged 
shout, in which, however, the distinguishing 
quality of the pleasant voice was sustained. 
But there was no response from the dark- 
ness beyond. The shouting was repeated 
after an interval with the same result : the 
silence and obscurity remained nnchanged. 

^ Let 's get out of this," said the first 
speaker angrily; ** house or no house, man 
or woman, we're not wanted, and we'll 
make nothing waltzing roimd here I " 

** Hush ! " said the second voice. ^^ Sh-b I 
Listen." 

The leaves of the nearest trees were trill- 
ing audibly. Then came a sudden gust thai 
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swept the fronds of the taller ferns into 
their faces, and laid the thin, lithe whips of 
alder over their horses' flanks sharply. It 
was followed by the distant searlike roaring 
of the mountain-side. 

«VThat 's a little more like iti " said the 
first speaker joyfully. *^ Another blow like 
that and we 're all right. And look ! 
there's a lightenin' up over the trail we 
came by." 

There was indeed a faint glow in that 
direction, like the first suffusion of dawn, 
pCTmitting the huge shoulder of the moun- 
tain along whose flanks they had been jour- 
neying to be distinctly seen. The sodden 
breath of the stirred forest depths was 
slightly tainted with an acrid fume. 

** That 's the match you threw away two 
hours ago," said the pleasant voice delib- 
erately. ^^ It 's caught the dry brush in the 
trail round the bend." 

*^ Anyhow, it 's given tis our bearings, 
boys," said the first speaker, with satisfied 
accents. ^^ We 're all right now ; and the 
wind's lifting the sky ahead there. For- 
ward now, all together, and let 's get out of 
this hell-hole while we can I " 
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It was 80 mack lighter that the Imlk ol 
each horseman oould he seen as they moved 
forward together. Bat there was no tiiin- 
ning of the obscurity on either side of them. 
Nevertheless the profile of the horseman 
with the pleasant voice seemed to he occa- 
sionally turned backward, and he suddenly 
checked ki^ horse. 

^ There 's the window again !^'' he said. 
^ Look I There — it 's gone again." 

*^ Let it go and be d— d I " retomed the 
leader. *^ Come on." 

They spurred forward in silence. It was 
not long before the wayside trees began to 
dimly show spaces between them, and the 
ferns to give wiyr to lower, thick-set shrubs, 
which in turn yielded to a velvety moss, 
witii long quiet intervals of netted and tan- 
gled grasses. The regular fall of the horses' 
feet became a mere rhythmic throbbing. 
Then suddenly a single hoof rang out sharply 
on stonC) and Ihe first speaker reined in 
alightly. 

«^ Thank the Lord we're on the ridge 
now I and the rest is easy. Tell you what, 
thoiigh, bo]rs» now we 're all right, I don't 
mind saying that I did n't take no stock i 
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tliat blamed corpse light down lliere. If 
there ever was a will-o'-the-wisp on a square 
tip mountain, that Ifiras one. It was n't no 
window I Some of ye thought ye saw a fiaoe 
too— eh?'' 

<* Yes, and a rather pretiy one," said the 
pleasant voice meditatively. 

^ That's the way they'd build that sort 
oi thing, of course. It's ludr^ ye had 
to satisfy yourself With looking. Gosh I I 
feel creepy yet, thinking of it! What afe 
ye looking back for now Uke Lot's wife ? 
Blamed if I don't think that face bewitched 

ye." 

^ I was only thinking about that fire you 
started," returned the other quiefly. ^^I 
don't see it now." 

iiWen — ifyoudid?" 

<^ I was wondering whether it cotdd reach 
that hollow." 

^ I reckon that hollow could take care of 
imy casual nat'rel fire that came boomin' 
along, and go two better every time I Why, 
I don't believe there was any fire ; it was 
all a piece of that infernal iffnis faOuus 
phantasmagoriana that was played upon us 
down there I " 
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With the laugh that followed they started 
forward again, relapsing into the silence of 
tired men at the end of a long jonmey. 
Even their few remarks were interjectional, 
or reminiscent of topics whose freshness had 
been exhausted with the day. The gaining 
light which seemed to come from the ground 
about them rather than from the still, oyer- 
cast slrf above, defined their individuality 
more distinctly. The man who had first 
spoken, and who seemed to be their leader, 
wore the virgin unshaven beard, mustache, 
and flowing hair of the Calif omian pioneer, 
and might have been the eldest ; the second 
speaker was close shaven, thin, and ener- 
getic ; the third, with the pleasant voice, in 
height, litheness, and suppleness of figure 
appeared to be the youngest of the party. 
The trail had now become a grayish streak 
along the level table-land they were f oUow- 
ing, which also had the sinsiilar effect of 

scape, yet of plunging into utter darkness 
on either side of its precipitous walls. 
Nevertheless, at the end of an hour the 
leader rose in his stirrups with a sigh of 
satisfaction. 
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«« There's the light in Collinson's Mill! 
There 's nothing gaudy and speotaoular 
about that, boys, eh? No, sir I it 's a square, 
honest beaoon that a man can steer by. 
We'll be there in twenty minutes." He 
was pointing into the darkness below the 
already descending traiL Only a pioneer's 
eye oould have detected the few pin-pricks 
of light in the impenetrable distance, and it 
was a signal proof of his leadership that the 
others accepted it without seeing it. ^^ It 's 
just ten o'dock," he continued, holding a 
huge silver watch to his eye ; ^^ we 've wasted 
an hour on those blamed spooks yonder I " 

«( We were n't off the trail mole than ten 
minutes, Unde Dick," protested the plea- 
sant voice. 

^^ All right, my son ; go down there if yott 
like and fetch out your Witch of Endor,but 
as for me, I 'm going to throw myself the 
other side of Collinson's lights. They're 
good enough for me, and a blamed sight 
more stationary I " 

The grade was very steep, but they took 
it, California &8hion, at a gallop, being gen- 
uinely good riders, and using their brains as 
well as their spurs in the understanding of 
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theb h<»8es, and of certain natoral laws, which 
the more artificial riders of civilization are 
apt to overlook. Hence there was no hesi- 
tation or indecision oommunicated to the 
nervous creatures they bestrode, who swept 
over crumbling stones^ and slippery ledges 
with a momentum that took away half their 
weight, and made a stumUe or fake step, 
or indeed anything but an actual collision, 
almost impossible. Closing together they 
avoided the latter, and holding each other 
well up, became one irresistible wedge-shaped 
mass. At times they yelled, not from con* 
sciousness nor bravado, but from the purely 
animal instinct of warning and to combat 
the breathlessness of their descent, until, 
reaching the level, they charged across the 
gravelly bed of a vanished river, and pulled 
up at CoUinson's Mill. The mill itself had 
long since vanished with the river, but the 
building that had once stood for it was used 
as a rude hostdry for travelers, wluch, 
however, bore no legend or invitatory sign. 
Those who wanted it, knew it; those who 
passed it by, gave it no offense. 

Collinson himself stood by the door, smok- 
ing a contemplative pipe. As they rode up. 
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he disengaged himself from the doorpost list- 
lessly, walked slowly towards them, said re- 
flectively to the leader, **I 've heen thinking 
wilh you that a YOte for Thompson is a TOte 
thrown away," and prepared to lead the 
horses towards the water tank. He had 
parted with them over twelve hoars before, 
but his air of simply renewing a reeently 
internipted oonversation was too common a 
circumstance to attract their notice. They 
knew, and he knew, that no one else had 
passed that way since he had last spoken ; 
that the same snn had swung silently above 
him and the unchanged landscape, and there 
had been no interruption nor diversion to his 
monotonous thought. The wilderness anni- 
hilates time and space with tiie grim pathos 
of patience. 

Nevertheless he smiled. ^^ Ye don't seem 
to have got through coming down yet," he 
continued, as a few small boulders, loosened 
in their rapid descent, came more deliberately 
rolling and plunging after the travelers 
along the gravelly bottom. Then he turned 
away with the horses, and, after they were 
watered, he reentered the house. His guests 
had evidently not waited f or his miniskiatioii* 
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TuBj had wipmIj tekien €ii6 or tvo boldes 
from the AsiweB behmd a wide Imr and 
helped themsehres, and, ghwBes in hand, wen 
now satufying the more imminent cravings 
cf hnnger withhificoitB fmn a hand and 
alioes of nmokeJ heiring from a box. Their 
eqnallynngnlar host, accepting their conduct 
as not omisaal, joined the cirole thejr had 
comfortably drawn ronnd the fireplace, and 
meditatively kicking a brand back at the 
fire. iaid. withont kwhinsr at ttHww : — 

•♦Wen?** 

^ Well I " letnmed the leader, leaning 
back in his chair after carefully unloosing 
the buckle of his belt, bat with his eyes also 
on the fire, — ^ well! we Ve prospected every 
yard of ontcrop along the Divide, and thero 
ain't the ghost of a silver indication any- 
where." 

*^Not a smell," added the dose-diaven 
guest, without raising his eyes. 

They all remained silent, looking at the 
fire, as if it were the one thing they had 
taken into their confidence. Collinson also 
addressed himself to the blasse as he said 
presently: ^^ It alius seemed to me that thar 
was something shiny about that ledge just 
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round the shoulder of the spur, over the 
long ei^on/* 

The leader ejaculated a short laugh* 
^ Shiny, eh? shiny ! Ye think that a sign? 
Why, you might as well reckon that because 
Key's head, over thar, is gray and silvery 
that he's got sabe and experience." As he 
spoke he looked towards the man with a 
pleasant voice. The fire shining full upon 
him revealed the singular &ct that while his 
faoe was still young, and his mustache quite 
dark, his hair was perfectly gray. The 
object of this attention, far from being dis- 
concerted by the comparison, added with a 
smile: — 

*^ Or that he had any silver in his pocket.'' 

Another lapse of silence followed. The 
wind tore round the house and rumbled in 
the short, adobe chimney. 

^* No, gentlemen," said the leader reflec- 
tively, ^* this sort o' thing is played out. I 
don't take no more stock in that cock-and- 
bull stoiy about the lost Mexican mine. I 
don't catch on to that Sunday-school yam 
about the pious, scientific sharp who col- 
lected leaves and vegetables all over the 
Divide, all the while he scientifically knew 
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that the range was eolid silver, only he 
wouldn't soil his fingers with Grod-forsaken 
Incre. I ain't saying anything agin that 
fine-spun theory that Key believes in about 
volcanic upheavals tiiat set up on end ar- 
gentiferous rod^ but I sunply say that / 
don't see it — with the naked eye. And I 
reckon it 's about time, boys, as the game 's 
up, that we handed in our cheeks, and left 
the board." 

There was another silence aroiind the fire, 
another whirl and turmoil without. Tliere 
was no attempt to combat the opinions of 
tiieir leader ; possibly the sAme sense of dis. 
appointed hopes was felt by all, only they 
preferred to let the man of gresLter experi- 
ence voice it. He went on : — 

^ We 've had our little game, boys, ever 
since we left Eawlin's a week ago ; we 've 
had our ups and downs ; we 've been starved 
and parched, snowed up and half drowned, 
shot at by road-agents and horse-thieves, 
kicked by mules and played vnth by grizzlies. 
We 've had a heap o' fun, boys, for our 
money, but I reckon the picnic is about over. 
So we 'U shake hands to-morrow all round 
and call it square, and go on our ways 
separately." 
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^ And what do yon tbink you 'U do,Uiicle 
Dick?" said his close-ahayeB eoQipwiQii Ust* 
lessly. 

«« I % make tracks Aht s mpare meal, a 
bed that a man oaa eomfortahly take off 
his boots and die in, and some violet-seented 
soap. Civilieation'^ good enough for me I 
I evem reckon I wovildn't mind ^the sound 
of ^e ehivob-gping bell ' ef there was a the- 
atre handy, aa there likely wo«ld be. Bat 
the wilderness is played out.'' 

^ You'll be back to it again in six months, 
Unole Dick,^ retorted the other quickly. 

Uncle Dick did not reply. It wa0 a 
peculiarity ol the party that in their isolated 
companionakip tibey had already exhausted 
discussion and argument. A silence M- 
lowed, in which they all looked at the fire as 
if it was its turn to make a suggestion. 

«' Collinson,'' said the pleasant voice ab- 
ruptly, *^who lives in the hollow this side 
of the Divide, about two miles from the first 
spur above the big eiAon? " 

"Nary soul!'* 

"Are you sure?** 

"Sartin! Thair ain't no one but me 
betwixt Bi^ Top and Skinner's — tweaiy- 
five miles." 
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^^ Of course, you ^d know if any one had 
oome there lately?" persisted the pleasant 
Toice. 

**I reckon. It ain't a week ago that I 
tramped the whole distance that yon fellers 
just rode over." 

^ There ain't," said the leader deliberately, 
^any enchanted castle or cabin that goes 
waltzing round the road with rerolving win- 
dows and fairy princesses looking out of 
'em?" 

But Collinson, recognizing this as purely 
irrelevant humor, with possibly a trap or 
pitfall in it, moved away from the fireplace 
without a word, and retired to the adjoining 
kitchen to prepare supper. Presently he 
reappeared. 

"The pork bar'l's empty, boys, so I'll 
hev to fix ye up with jerked beef, potatoes, 
and flapjacks. Ye see, thar ain't anybody 
ben over from Skinner's store for a week." 

" All right ; <mly hurry up 1 " said Unde 
Dick cheerfully, settling himself back in his 
chair. " I reckon to turn in as soon as I 've 
rastled with your hash, for I 've got to turn 
out agin and be off at sun*up." 

They were all very quiet again, — so quiet 
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iihat they oould not help noticing that the 
sound of Collinson's preparations for their 
supper had ceased too. Uncle Dick arose 
softly and walked to the kitchen door. Col- 
linson was sitting before a small kitchen 
stove, with a fork in his hand, gazing ab- 
stractedly before him. At the sound of 
his guest's footsteps he started, and the noise 
of preparation recommenced. Uncle Dick 
returned to his chair by the fire. Leaning 
towards the chair of the dose-shaven man, he 
said in a lower voice : — 

** He was oflE agin ! " 

"What?" 

<« Thinkin' of that wife of his/' 

''What about his wife?" asked Key, 
lowering his voice also. 

The three men's heads were dose together. 

^ When Collinson fixed up this mill he 
sent for his wife in the States," said Uncle 
Dick, in a half whisper, '' waited a year for 
her, hanging round and boarding every emi- 
grant wagon that came through the Pass. 
She did n't come — only the news that she 
was dead." He paused and nudged his 
diair still closer — the heads were almost 
touching. " They say, over in the Bar " — 
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Iiis Toioe had sunk to a complete whisper 

— *^ that it was a lie I That she ran away 
with the man tibat was f etchin' her ouL 
Three thousand miles and three weeks with 
another man upsefcs some women. But he 
knows nothing about it, only he sometimes 
kinder goes off looney-like, thinking of her/' 
He stojqped, the heads separated ; Collinson 
had appeared at the doorway, his melancholy 
patience apparently unchanged. 

^^ Grnib 's on, gentlemen ; sit by and' eat/' 
The humble meal was dispatched with 
zest and silence. A few interjectional re- 
marks about the uncertainties of prospecting 
only accented the other pwises. In ten 
mimites they were out again by the fireplace 
with their lit pipes. As there were only 
tiiree chairs, G>llin8on stood beside the 
ehimney. 

'* Collinson," said Uncle Dick, after the 
usual pause, taking his pipe frran his lips, 
^ as we 've got to get up and get at sun-up, 
we might as well tell you now that we 're 
dead broke. We 've been living for the 
last few weeks on Preble Key's loose change 

— and that 's gone. You 'U have to let this 
little account and damage stand over." 
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Colliii8(m's Inow digbtly ocmtracted, witb • 
oat, howerer, altering his general expiession 
of resigned patience, 

^ I^m Sony for yon, boys,'' ke said slowly, 
^ and '' (diffidently) ^ kinder sorry Ian my- 
self, too. Yon see, I redkoned on goin' over 
to Skinner^s to-morrow, to fill np the pork 
faarl and vote for Mesidc and the wagoD- 
road. But Skinner ean't let me have 
anything more until I've paid sntfain' on 
account, as he calls it*' 

^« D* ye mean to say thar 's any moantain 
man as low flung and mean as tiuU; ? " said 
Unde Dick indignantly, 

^ But it is n't his fault," said CoUinsim 
gently; **yoa see, they won't send him 
goods from Sacraniento if he don't pay up, 
and he can't if I dotCU Sabe ?" 

^Ahl that's another thing. They ate 
mean — in Sacramento," said Unde Dick, 
somewhat mollified* 

The other guests murmured an assent to 
this general propositicm. Suddenly Unde 
Dick's face brightened. 

^ Lfook here I I know Skinner, and 1 11 
stop there — No, blank it all I I can't, for 
it's off myioate! Well, then, we 11 fia; it 
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ihis way. Key wOl go there and tell Skin* 
ner that / say that /7/ send the money to 
that Sacramento honnd. That 11 fix it I '* 

Collinson^s brow cleared ; the solution of 
the difficulty seemed to satisfy everybody, 
and the dose-shaven man smiled. 

*' And I 'U secure it," he said, ^ and give 
Collinson a sight draft on myself at San 
Francisco." 

''What 's that for ? " said Collinson, with 
a sudden suffusion on each cheek. 

^ In case of accident." 

''Wot accident?" persisted Collinson, 
with a dark look of suspicion on his usually 
placid face. 

" In case we should forget it," said the 
dose-shaven man, with a laugh. 

"And do you suppose that if you boys 
went and forgot it that I 'd have anything 
to do with your d— d paper ? " said Collin- 
son, a murkjr cloud coming into his eyes. 

" Why, that 's only business, Colly," in- 
terposed Unde Dick quickly; "that's all 
Jim Parker means ; he 's a business man, 
don't you see. Suppose we got killed! 
You 've that draft to show." 

^ Show who ? " growled CoUinson. 
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** Why, — hang i€ ! — our friends, oxur 
heirs, our relations — to get your money," 
hesitated Unde Dick. 

^^ And do you kalhilate," said Collinson, 
with deeply laboring breath, «tliat if you 
got killed, that I 'd be coming on your folks 
for the worth of the d — d truck I giv ye ? 
Go 'way I Lemme git out o' this. You 're 
makin' me tired." He stalked to the door, 
lit his pipe, and began to walk up and down 
the gravelly river-bed. Unde Dick followed 
him. From time to time the two other 
guests heard the sounds of alternate protest 
and explanation as they passed and repassed 
the windows. Preble Key smiled, Parker 
shrugged his shoulders. 

" He 'U be thinkin' you 've begrudged him 
your grub if you don't — that's the way 
with these business men," said Uncle Dick's 
Toioe in one of fliese intervalg. Presently 
they reentered the house. Uncle Dick say- 
ing casually to Parker, ** You can leave that 
draft on the bar when you 're ready to go 
to-morrow ; " and the incident was presumed 
to have ended. But CoUinson did not glance 
in the direction of Parker for the rest of the 
evening; and, indeed, standing with his back 
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to the chimney, more than once fell into that 
stolid abstraction which was supposed to be 
the contemplation of his absent wife. 

From this silence, which became infec- 
tious, the three guests were suddenly aroused 
by a furious clattering down the steep de- 
scent of the mountain, along the trail they 
had just ridden I It came near, increasing 
in sound, until it ev^i seemed to scatter the 
fine gravel of the river-bed against the sides 
of the house, and then passed in a gust of 
wind that shook the roof and roared in the 
chimney. With ime common impulse the 
three travelers rose and went to the door. 
They opened it to a blackness that seemed 
to stand as another and an iron door before 
them, but to nothing else. 

^^ Somebody went by then," said Unde 
Dick, turning to Collinson. '^ Did n^t you 
bear it?" 

*^ Nary," said Collinson patiently, without 
moving from the chimney. 

" What in God's name was it, then ? " 

^* Only some of them boulders you loosed 
coming down. It 's touch and go with them 
for days after. When I first came here I 
used to start up and rush out into the road 
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< — like as you would -^ ydlin' and screechin^ 
after folks that never was there and never 
went bj. Then it got kinder monotonous, 
and I *d lie still and let *em slide. Why, 
<me night I 'd 'a' sworn that some one pulled 
up with a jell and shook the door. But I 
scHrt of allowed to myself that whatever it 
was, it was n't wantin' to eat, drink, deep, 
or it would oome in, and I had n't any 
call to interfere. And in the momin'^ I 
found a rock as big as that box, lying chock- 
a-block agin the door. Then I knowed I 
was right." 

Preble Key remained looking from the 
door. 

^* There 's a glow in the sky over Big 
Caiion," he said, with a meaning glance at 
Uncle Dick. 

**Saw it an hour ago," said Collinson. 
«« It must be the woods afire just round the 
bend above the ca2on. Whoever goes to 
Skinner's had better give it a wide berth." 

Key turned towards Collinson as if to 
speak, but apparently changed his mind, and 
presently joined his companions, who were 
already rolling themselves in their blankets, 
in a series of wooden bunks or berths, 
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ranged as in a ship's cabin, around the walls 
of a resinous, sawdusiy apartment that had 
been the measuring room of the^milL Col- 
linson disappeared, — no one knew or seemed 
to care where, — and, in less than ten min- 
utes from the time that they had returned 
from the door, the hush of sleep and rest 
seemed to possess the whole house. There 
was no light but that of the fire in the front 
room, which threw flickering and gigantic 
shadows on the walls of the three empty 
chairs before it. An hour later it see^S 
as if one of the chairs were occupied, and a 
grotesque profile of Collinson's slumbering 
— or meditating — face and figure was pro- 
jected grimly on the rafters as though it 

house. But even that passed presently and 
faded out, and the beleaguering darkness 
that had encompassed the house all the eyen- 
ing began to slowly creep in through every 
chink and cranny of the rambling, ill-jointed 
structure, until it at last obliterated eyen the 
faint embers on the hearth. The cool fra- 
grance of the woodland depths crept in with 
it until the steep of human warmth, the reek 
of human clothing, and the lingering odors 
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of stale Human victual were swept away in 
that incorruptible and omnipotent breath* 
An hour later — and the wilderness had re- 
possessed itself of all. 

Key, the lightest sleeper, awoke early, — 
so early that the dawn announced itself only 
in two dim squares of light that seemed to 
grow out of the darkness at the end of the 
room where the windows looked out upon 
thevaUey. This reminded him of his wood- 
tad ^ rf 4, ^h. W<»^ ».d he U, 
and watched them until they brightened and 
began to outline the figures of his still 
sleeping companions. But there were faint 
stirrings elsewhere, — the soft brushing of a 
squirrel across the shingled roof, the tiny 
flutter of invisible wings in the rafters, the 
" peep " and " squeak " of baby life below 
the floor. And then he fell into a deeper 
sleep, and awoke only when it was broad 
day. 

The sun was shining: upon the empty 

and gone. They had separated as they 
had come together, — with the light-hearted 
irresponsibility of animals, — without regret, 
and scarcely reminiscenee ; bearing, with 
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eheerfnl pUlosopliy and tbe hopefulness of 
a fatnre vnf etfcered by their past, the final 
disappomtment of ifaeir quest. Iftheyeyer 
met again, the j would laugh and remember ; 
if they did not, they would forget without a 
sigh. He hurriedly dressed himself, and 
went outside to dip his f aee and hands in 
the bucket that stood beside the door; but 
the clear air, the dazzling sunshine, and the 
unexpected prospect half intoxicated him. 

The abandoned mill stretched beside him 
in all the pathos of its premature decay. 
The ribs of the water-wheel appeared amid 
a tangle of shrubs and driftwood, and were 
twined with long grasses and straggling 
vines; mounds of sawdust and heaps of 
^^ brush ** had taken upon themselves a vdU 
vety moss where the trickling slime of the 
vanished river lost itself in sluggish pools, 
discolored with the dyes of redwood. But 
on the other side of the rocky ledge dropped 
the whole length of the valley, alternately 
bathed in sunshine or hidden in drifts of 
white and clinging smoke. The upper end 
of the long ca&on, and the crests of the 
ridge above him, were lost in this fleecy 
oloud, which at times seemed to overflow 
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the smnmits and fall in slow leaps like lazy 
cataracts down the mountain-side. Only tlie 
range before the ledge was clear ; there the 
green pines seemed to swell onward and np- 
ward in long mounting billows, until at last 
they broke against the sky. 

In the keen stimulus of tbe kour and the 
air Key felt the mountaineer's longing for 
action, and scaroefy noticed that Ccdlinson 
had pathetically brought out his pork barrel 
to scrape together a few remnants for his last 
meal. It was not until he had finished his 
coffee, and CoUinson had brought up his 
horse, that a slight sense of shame at his own 
and his comrades' selfishness embarrassed 
his parting with his patient host. He him- 
self was going to Skinner's to plead for him ; 
he knew that Parker had left the draft, — 
he had seen it lying in the bar, — but anew 
sense of delicacy kept him from alluding to 
it now. It was better to leave CoUinson 
with his own peculiar ideas of the respon- 
sibilities of hospitality unchanged. Key 
shook his hand warmly, and galloped up 
the rocky slope. But when he had finally 
reached the higher level, and fancied he 
oould even now see the dust raised by his 
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departing comrades on their two diverging 
paths, although he knew that they had al> 
ready gone their different way8,-perhai« 
never to meet again, — his thoughts and his 
eyes reverted only to the ruined mill below 
him and its lonely occupant. 

He could see him quite distinctly in that 
dear ur, still standing before his door. And 
then he appeared to make a parting gesture 
with his hand, and something like snow flut- 
tered in the air above his head. It was 
only the torn fragments of Parker^s draft, 
which this homely gentleman of the Sierras, 
standing bedde his empty pork barrel, had 
scattered to the four winds. 



CHAFTEB IL 

Eet's attention was presently directed to 
something more important to his present 
purpose. The keen wind which he had 
faced in mounting the grade had changed, 
and was now blowing at his back. His ex- 
perience of forest fires had already taught 
him that this was too often only the cold air 

• 

rushing in to fill the vacuum made by the 
conflagration, and it needed not his sensa- 
tion of an acrid smarting in his eyes, and 
an unaccountable dryness in the air which 
he was now facing, to convince him that the 
fire was approaching him. It had evidently 
traveled faster than he had expected, or 
had diverged from its course. He was dis- 
appointed, not because it would oblige him 
to take another route to Skinner's, as Col- 
linson had suggested, but for a very differ- 
ent reason. Ever since his vision of the 
preceding night, he had resolved to revisit 
the hollow and discover the mystery. He 
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Ind kepi Us purpose s secret, — parity be- 
csDse he wished to STirid the jestmg remaiks 
of his compaiiioiis, hot particakrlj' becaoae 
he wished to go aloney fmn % yery singohir 
impresnon that althoii^ thejr had witnessed 
the incident he had realty seen more than 
thejr did* To this was aba added tiie haunt- 
ing fear he had fek during the night that 
tiiis mys ierions habitatioii and its ooenpants 
woe in the track of the oonfli^ration. He 
had not dared to dwell upon it openty on 
aeooont of Undo Dick's evident responsibil* 
ity for the origin of the fire ; he appeased 
his conscience with the reflection that the 
rnmates of the dwelling no doubt had amide 
warning in time to escape. Bat still, he 
and his companions ought to hare etoppei 
to help them, and then — but here he 
paused, conscious of another reason he conid 
scarcely Yoice then, or evesa now. Preble 
Key had not passed the age of romance, but 
like other romancists he thought he had 
eraded it by treating it practically. 

Meantime he had reached tiie fork where 
the trail diverged to the right, and he must 
take that direction if he wished to make 
a detour of the burning woods to readi 
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SkinniBT's. His momentary indecisioii oom^ 
municated itself to his horse, who halted. 
Beealled to himself, he looked down me- 
chanically, when his attention was attracted 
by an unfamiliar object lying in the dust o£ 
the traiL It was a small slipper — so small 
that at first he thought it must have be- 
longed to some chiW. H« dismonnted and 
picked it up. It was worn and shaped to 
the foot. It could not hare lain there long, 
for it was not fiUed nor discolored by the 
wind-blown dust of the trail, as all other 
adjacent objects were. If it had been 
dropped by a passing traveler, that traveler 
mi^ve paLd C^lUn^n's, going or com- 
ing, within the last twelve hours. It was 
scarcely possible that the shoe could have 
dropped from tibe foot without the wearer's 
knowmg it, and it must have been dropped 
in an urgent flight, or it would have been 
recovered. Thus practically Key treated his 
romance. And having done so, he instantly 
wheeled his horse and plunged into the poad 
in the direction of the fire. 

But he waa surprised after twenty minutes' 
riding to find that the course of tLe fire had 
evidently changed. It was growing dearer 
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before Urn ; the dry heat seemed to come 
more from the right, in the direction of the 
d^tonr he shonld have taken to Skinner's. 
This seemed ahnost providential, and in 
keeping with his practical treatment of his 
romance, as was also the fact that in all 
probability the fire had not yet visited the 
little hollow which he intended to explore. 
He knew he was nearing it now ; the local- 
ity had been strongly impressed upon him 
even in the darkness of the previous even« 
ing. He had passed the rocky ledge; his 
horse's hoofs no longer rang out clearly; 
slowly and perceptibly they grew deadened 
in the springy mosses, and were finally lost 
in the netted grasses and tangled vines that 
indicated the vicinity of the densely wooded 
hollow. Here were already some of the 
wider spaced vanguards of that wood ; but 
here, too, a peculiar circumstance struck him. 
He was already descending the slight decliv- 
ity; but the distance, instead of deepening 
in leafy shadow, was actually growing lighter. 
Here were the outsorting sentinels of the 
wood — but the wood itself was gone I He 
spurred his horse through the tall arch be- 
tween the opened columns, and pulled up in 
amajsement. 
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The wood, indeed, was gone, and the whole 
hollow filled witii the already Uaok and 
dead stamps of the utterly eonsamed for- 
est I More than that, from the indications 
before him, the catastrophe must have al- 
most immediately followed his retreat from 
the hollow on the preceding night. It was 
evident that the fire had leaped the inter- 
vening shoulder of the spur in one of the 
unaccountable, but by no means rare, phe- 
nomena of this kind of disaster. The cir- 
cling heights around were yet untouched; 
only the hollow, and the ledge of rock 
against which they had blundered with their 
horses when they were seeking the mysteri- 
ous window in last evening's darkness, were 
calcined and destroyed. He dismounted and 
climbed the ledge, still warm from the spent 
fire. A large mass of grayish outcrop had 
evidently been the focus of the furnace 
blast of heat which must have raged for 
hours in this spot. He was skirting its 
crumbling debris when he started suddenly 

fade into utter insignificance. Before him, 
in a slight depression formed by a fault or 
lapse in the upheaved strata, lay the charred 
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sad ineiiieEitod lOBUBBS of a. dwelliiig4iaiifie 
leaded to tbe fisrilil OfaginaSj lialf Ud- 
den by a Bataral a&atti« of grcMnng myriilfi 
aad oomintihun wlucb evvered ihk cxnznfcav 
flfiup <aC HMk towaids tiie trail, it tssaak 
kwm fltood widnn s bmidred leet «{ lion 

^^i^p>jy fahfiV JMUt I 

SpCB si Tt ff i,i^-1yr Slid OOOOOXuBte OofitBtl^ 

tiiBi by i^ fmioiu fantftnp blaat Hiat luid 
swept; acvott it, theve was still to beseea Jtt 
umnktakaUe gnmnd pint sad ontliiie of a 
laiir«iMimBd liniBe. While evtrydadi^ dist 
was eoBibiiBtible bad saoeiimbed to IS^obX ia- 
tense beat, ibew was still €Doiigb luJf-fiised 
aad waiped metal, £rafita»Ml iron plate;, aad 
twisted and biiokea bus to "^^a^gfeft 1^ 
mn^i^^fm aad tool shed. Veiy Utile bad, e^ 
dentfy, been takes away; tbe boose aad its 
OGQDtents wero oaasunied wbere Hiey stood. 
Witib a feeling o£ boiror aad deflpeEatiaa 
K^ at last ^ventmnd to distorb two or Aree 
of tiie Uaekeaed beaps lliat lay befoire Ima. 
But tbey wete omty vestages of dotbing, bed- 
ding, and erodceiy — tbere was no bnmaa 
trace that be eoold detect. Nor was there 
any saggestiaa of the angiaal eonditka 
aad qBality of the bfw wfi ^an e eui its nae: 
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ivlietlier tbe oxdmmiy nasgiidy edm o£ 
boaSdet ^ ptttoeis,** or some sylFUi eottage 
— thoewas noddn^Ieft bat dieniaal igno- 
ble and unaaTor^ mins ol bamUMt koman 
babitation. 

And yet ha Tctj erititHigie was a atjalay* 
It bad been nnknown at CSoUineon^a, its 
nearest n^gbbtx*, and it was p re Bun iaMe 
tbat it was eqpiallj mknown at Sldiiner^s. 
^&&tBt be nrar bis eompaaioss bad di otpcto d 
it in dieir fint jonzsejr hj drnj dirov^ die 
boUow, and only tbe tell-tale wiadofw at 
nigbt bad been a bint of wbat was evat 
tiien 80 BneoessEoIIy eonoealed Ibat Iber 
eoold not diaooTer it wben diey bad bfam- 
deted against its xodc icmndatianL For eon- 
oealed it oertainly was, and intentianalfy ao. 
But ioT wbat purpose ? 

He ga^e bis romanoe foil play for a £ew 
MWiMtftB with tbis question. Some ledDse, 
preferring ibe absolute omplicity <if nature, 
or pedmps wearied witb tbe artififsJalitiflB fjt 
fiodety, bad sednded hnnfielf b^e witb ibe 
eompaay of bis only das^ibter. Frofieieat 
as a ps^jhfimdpr, be bad eaEofy disooTered 
some otber way of proTinoning bis boose 
fnan Ibe set^lenientB tban bv tbe ord inar y 
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trails past CoUinson's or Skiimer's, wluch 
would have betrayed his vicinity. But re- 
cluses are not usually accompanied by young 
daughters, whose relations with the world, 
not being as antagonistic, would make them 
uncertain companions. Why not a wife? 
His presumption of the extreme youth of 
the face he had seen at the window was 
after all only based upon the slipper he had 
found. And if a wife, whose absolute ac- 
ceptance of such confined seclusion might 
be equally uncertain, why not somebody 
else's wife ? Here was a reason for conceal- 
ment, and the end of an episode, not un- 
known even in the wfldemess. And here 
was the work of the Nemesis who had over- 
taken them in their guilty contentment I 
The story, even to its moral, was complete. 
And yet it did not entirely satisfy him, so 
superior is the absolutely imknown to the 
most elaborate theory. 

His attention had been once or twice 
drawn towards the crumbling wall of out- 
crop, which during the conflagration must 
have felt the full force of the fiery blast 
that had swept through the hollow and spent 
its fury upon it. It bore evidence of the 
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intense heat in cracked fissures and the 
crumbling d^ris that lay at its feet. Key 
picked up some of the still warm fragments, 
and was not surprised that they easily broke 

spite of his preoccupation with the human 
mterest, the mstinct of the prospector was 
still strong upon him, and he almost me- 
chanically put^ some of the pieces in his 
pockets. Then after another careful suryqr 
of the locality for any further record of its 
yanished tenants, he returned to his horse. 
Here he took from his saddle-bags, half list- 
lessly, a precious phial encased in wood, and, 
opening it, poured into another thick glass 
yessel part of a smoking fluid; he then 
crumbled some of the calcined fragments 
into the glass, and watched the ebullition 
that followed with mechanical grayity. 
When it had almost ceased he drained off 
the contents into another glass, which he set 
down, and then proceeded to pour some 
water from his drinking-flask into the ordi- 
nary tin cup which formed part of his culi- 
nary trayeling-kit. Into this he put three 
or four pinches of salt from his proyision 
store. Then dipping his fingers into the 



88 IN A HOLLOW OF THE HILLS. 

salt and water, lie allowed a drop to fall into 
the glass. A wliite doud instantly gathered 
in the colorless fluid, and then fell in a fine 
film to the bottom of the glass* Key's eyes 
concentrated suddenly, the listless look left 
his face. His fingers trembled lightly as he 
again let the salt water fall into the solu- 
tion, with exactly the same result I Again 

of the glass was quite gray with the fallen 
precipitate. And his own face grew as 

His hand trembled no longer as he care- 
fully poured off the solution so as not to 
disturb the predpitate at the bottom. Then 
he drew out his knife, scooped a little of the 
gray sediment upon its point, and emptying 
his tin cup, turned it upside down upon his 
knee, placed the sediment upon it, and be- 
gan to spread it over the dull surface of its 
bottom with his knife. He had intended to 
rub it briskly with his knife blade. But in 
the very a«L of spreading it, the first 
stroke of his knife left upon the sediment 
and the cup the luminous streak of buiv 
nished silver I 

He stood up and drew a long breath ta 
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still the beatings of his heart Then he 
rapidly re-dimbed the rock, and passed over 
&e ruiDS again, this time plmiging hurriedly 
through, and kickiqg aside the charred 
heaps without a thought of what they had 

he was not an unrefined one : he was a gen- 
tleman by instinct, and had an intuitive 
sympathy for others ; but in fliat instant his 
whole mind was concentrated upon the cal- 
cined outcrop I And his first impulse was 
to see if it bore any evidence of previous 
examination, prospecting, or working by its 
suddenly evicted neighbors and owners. 
There was none: they had evidently not 
known it. Nor was there any reason to 
suppose that they would ever return to their 
hidden home, now devastated and laid bare 
to the open sunlieht and open trail. They 
were alSdy far away; ^r guilty pe^ 
sonal secret would keep them from revisit, 
ing it. An immense feeling of relief came 
over the soul of this moral romancer; a 
momentary recognition of the Most High 
in this perfect poetical retribution. He ran 
back quickly to his saddle-bags, drew out 
one or two carefully written, formal notices 
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of preemption and claim, which he and Ms 
former companions had carried in their brief 
partnership, erased their signatures and left 
oxdy hb own name, with another grateful 
sense of Divine interference, as he thought 
of them speeding far away in the distance, 
and returned to the ruins. With imcon* 
scions irony, he selected a charred post from 
the embers, stuck it in the ground a few 
feet from the debris of ontcrop, and finally 
affixed his ^* Notice/' Then, with a con- 
scientiousness bom possibly of his new 
religious convictions, he dislodged with his 
pickaxe enough of the brittle outcrop to 
constitute that presumption of ^* actual 
work" upon the claim which was legally 
required for its maintenance, and returned 
to his horse. In replacing his things in 
his saddle-bags he came upon the slipper, 
and for an instant so complete was his pre- 
occupation in his later discovery, that he 
was about to throw it away as useless im- 
pedimenta, until it occurred to him, albeit 
vaguely, that it might be of service to him 
in its connection with that discovery, in 
the way of refuting possible false claimants. 
He was not aware of any faithlessness to hii 
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momentary romance, any more than he was 
oonscions of any disloyalty to his old eom- 
panions, in his gratification that his good 
fortune had come to him alone. This sin- 
golar selection was a common experience 
of prospecting. And there was something 
about the mapitude of his discovery that 
seemed to point to an individual achieve- 
ment. He had made a rough calculation of 
the richness of the lode from the quantity of 
precipitate in his rude experiment ; he had 
estimated its length, breadth, and thiclmoss 
from his slight knowledge of geology and 
the theories then ripe ; and the yield would 
be colossal! Of course, he would require 
capital to work it, he would have to ** let 
in" others to his scheme and his prosperity ; 
but the control of it would always be Ais 
own. 

Then he suddenly started as he had never 
in his life before started at the foot of mani 
For there was a footfoll in the charred brush; 
and not twenty yards from him stood G)Iliift» 
son, who had just dismounted from a mule. 
The blood rushed to Key's pale &oe. 

** Prospectin' agin ? " said tiie proprietor 
of the mill, with his weary smile. 
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^ No/' said Key quickly, ^ only straigLl- 
ening my pack." The blood deepened in 
his cbedL at his instinctiye lie. Had lie 
carefnlly tfaonght it out befoie, ke would 
kare welcomed Collinflon, and told kim ailL 
Bat noW a quick, imeasy suspicion flasked 
upon kim. Ferkaps kis late kost kad Hed, 
and knew of the existence of tke kidden 
kouse. Ferkaps — ke kad spoken of some 
** silvery rock " tke nigkt before — ke even 
knew someiking of ike lode itself. He turned 
upon kim witk an aggressive face. But Col- 
linson's next words dissipated tiie tkougkt. 

^ I 'm- glad I found ye, anykow," ke 
said. ^* Ye see, arter you left, I saw ye turn 
off tke trail and make for tke burning woods 
instead o' goin' round. I sez to myself, * Tkat 
fellow is making straigkt for Skinner's. 
He's sorter worried about me and tkat 
empty pork bar!,' — I kad n't ougkter spoke 
tkat away afore you boys, anykow, — *and 
ke 's takin' risks to kelp me.' So I reckoned 
I 'd tkrow my leg over Jenny kere, and look 
arter ye — and go over to Skinner's myself 
— and vote." 

** Certainly," said Key witk dbeerful 
alacrity, and tke one tkougkt of getting Cd- 
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finson away ; ^^ we 11 go together, and we 'U 
Bee that that pork barrel is filled!" He 
glowed quite honestly with this sadden idea 
of remembering CoUinson through his good 
fortune. ^^ Let's get on quickly, for we 
may find the fire between us on the outer 
traiL'' He hastily mounted his horse. 

^^ Then you did n't take this as a short 
cut," said CoUinson, with dull perseverance 
in his ideaj *^ Why not? It looks all dear 
ahead.'! 

''Yes," said Key hurriedly, ''but it's 
been only a leap of the fire, it 's still raging 
round the bend. We must go back to 
the cross-traiL" His face was still flushing 
with his very equivocating, and his anxiety 
to get his companion away. Only a few 
steps further might bring CoUinson before 
the ruins and the " Notice," and that discov- 
ery must not be made by him imtil Key's 
plans were perfected. A sudden aversion to 
the man he had a moment before wished to 
reward began to take possession of him. 
" Come on," he added almost roughly. 

But to his surprise, CoUinson yielded with 
his usual grim patience, and even a slight 
look of sympathy with his friend's annoy* 
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anoe. ^ I leekan joa *re ligbt, and mebbee 
yoa're in a hnny to get to Skinner's all 
along o' fny business. I ought n't hey told 
jou boys what I did." As they rode rapidly 
away he took oocaskm to add, when Key had 
reined in slightly, with a feeling of rdief at 
being out of the hollow, <*I was thinkin', 
too, of what you'd asked about any one 
livin' here unbeknownst to me." 

*^ Well," said Eeyi ^th a new nervous- 
ness. 

^ Well ; I only had an idea o' proposin' 
that you and me just took a look around 
that holler whar you thought you saw 
suthin' I " said CoUinson tentatively. 

*^ Nonsense," said Key hurriedly. "We 
really saw nothing — it was all a fancy; and 
Unde Dick was joking me because I said I 
thought I saw a woman's face," he added 
with a forced laugh. 

Collinson glanced at him, half sadly. 
"Oh! You wero only funnin', then. I 
oughter guessed that. I oughter have 
knowed it from Uncle Dick's talk I " They 
rode for some moments in silence ; Key pre- 
occupied and feverish, and eager only to 
reach Skinner's. Skinner was not only 
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postmaster but ^^ registrar " of the district, 
and the new discoverer did not feel entirely 
safe until he had put his formal 'notification 
and claims ^^ on record." This was no pub- 
lication of his actual secret, nor any indica- 
tion of success, but was only a record that 
would in all probability remain unnoticed 
and imchallenged amidst the many other 
hopeful dreams of sanguine prospectors. 
But he was suddenly startled from his pre- 
occupation. 

^Ye said ye war straightenin' up yer 
pack just now," said GoUinson slowly, 

<^ Yes I " said Key almost angrily, ^« and I 
was." 

^ Ye didn't stop to straighten it up down 
at the forks of the trail, did ye?" 

^ I may have," said Key nervously. ^^ But 
why?" 

^Ye won't mind my axin' ye another 

with ye no woman's shoe ? " 

Key felt the blood drop from his cheeks. 
^*What do you mean?" he stammered, 
scarcely daring to lift his conscious eyelids 
to his companion's glance. But when he 
did ao he was amassed to find that Colliiv 
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son's face was almost as much disturbed as 
his own. 

** I know it ain't the square thing to ask 
ye, but this is how it is," said CoUinson hesi- 
tatingly. ^* Ye see just down by the fork of 
the trail where you came I picked up a 
woman's shoe. It sorter got me! For I 
sez to myself, ^ Thar ain't no one bin by my 
shanty, comin' or goin', for weeks but you 
boys, and that shoe, from the looks of it, 
ain't bin there as many hours.' I knew 
there was n't any wimin hereabouts. I reck- 
oned it could n't hey bin dropped by Uncle 
Dick or that other man, for you would have 
seen it on the road. So I allowed it might 
have bin you. And yer it is." He slowly 
drew from his pocket — what Key was fully 
prepared to see — the mate of the slipper 
Key had in his saddle-bags ! The fair fugi- 
tive had evidently lost them both. 

But Key was better prepared now (per- 
haps this kind of dissimulation is progres- 
sive), and quickly alive to the necessity of 
throwing Collinson off this unexpected scent. 
And his companion's own suggestion was 
right to his hand, and, as it seemed, again 
quite providential I He laughed, with a 
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quick color, which, however, appeared to 
help his lie, as he replied half hysterically, 
*^ You 're right, old man, I own up, it's 
mine t It 's d — d silly, I know — bat then, 
we 're all fools where women are concerned 
— and I would n't have lost that slipper for 
a mint of money." 

He held out his hand gayly, but CoUin- 
son retained the slipper while he gravely 
examined it. 

^*You wotddn't mind telling me where 
yon mought hev got that? " he said medi- 
tatively. 

^* Of course I should mind," said Key 
with a well-affected mingling of mirth and 
indignation. ^* What are you thinking of, 
you old rascal? What do you take me 
for?" 

But CoUinson did not laugh. ^'You 
would n't mind givin' me the size and shape 
and general heft of her as wore that shoe ? " 

*'Most decidedly I should do nothing 
of the kind ! " said Key half impatiently. 
*^ Enough, that it was given to me by a very 
pretty girL There! that's all you will 
know." 

^ Given to you ? " said CoUinson, lifting 
his eyes. 
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** Yes," retamed Key sharply. 

CoUinson handed him the slipper grayely* 
«*I only asked you," he said slowly, but 
with a certain quiet dignity which Key had 
never before seen in his face, ** because thar 
was suthin' about the size, and shape, and 
fillin' out o' that shoe that kinder reminded 
me of some 'un ; but that some 'un — her as 
mought hev stood up in that shoe — ain't o' 
that kind as would ever stand in the shoes 
of her as ytm know at alL" The rebuke, if 
such were intended, lay quite as much in the 
utter ignoring of Key's airy gallantly and 
ieviiy as in any conscious slur upon the fair 
fame of his invented Dulcinea. Yet Key 
oddly felt a strong inclination to resent the 
aspersion as well as CoUinson's gratuitoos 
morality ; and with a mean recollection of 
Uncle Dick's last eyemng's scandalous gos- 
sip, he said sarcastically, ** And, of course, 
that some one you were thinking of was your 
lawful wife." 

^^ It war ! " said CoUinson gravely. 

Perhaps it was something in CoUinson's 
manner, or his own preoccupation, but he 
did not pursue the subject, and the oonver- 
sation lagged. They were nearing, too, the 
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outer edge of the present conflagration, and 
the smoke, lying low in the unbomt woods, 
or creeping like an actual exhalation of the 
soil, blinded them so that at times they lost 
the trail completely. At other times, from 
the intense heat, it seemed as if they were 
momentarily impinging upon the burning 
area, or were being caught in a closing circle. 
It was remarkable that with his sudden ac- 
cession of fortune Key seemed to lose his 
usual frank and careless fearlessness, and 
impatiently questioned his companion's wood- 
craft. There were intervals when he re- 
gretted his haste to reach Skinner's by this 
shorter cut, and began to bitterly attribute 
it to his desire to serve CoUinson. Ah, yes I 
it would be fine indeed, if just as he were 
about to clutch the prize he should be sacri- 
ficed through the ignorance and stupidity of 
this heavy-handed moralist at his side I But 
it was not until, through that moralist's 
guidance, they climbed a steep acclivity to a 
second ridge, and were comparatively safe, 
that he began to feel ashamed of his surly 
silence or surlier interruptions. And Col- 
linson, either through his unconquerable 
patience, or possibly in a fit of his usual 
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uxorious abstraction, appeared to take no 
notice of it. 

A sloping table-land of weather-beaten 
boulders now effectually separated them from 
the fire on the lower ridge. They presently 
began to descend on the further side of the 
crest, and at last dropped upon a wagon- 
road, and the first track of wheels that Key 
had seen for a fortnight. Rude as it was, it 
seemed to him the highway to fortune, for he 
knew that it passed Skinner's and then joined 
the great stage-road to Marysyille, — now his 
ultimate destination. A few rods further on 
they came in view of Skinner's, lying like 
a dingy forgotten winter snowdrift on the 
moimtain sheU . 

It contained a post-office, tavern, black- 
smith's shop, ^' general store," and express- 
office, scarcely a dozen buildings in all, but 
all differing from Collinson's Mill in some 
vague suggestion of vitality, as if the daily 
regular pulse of civilization still beat, albeit 
languidly, in that remote extremity. There 
was anticipation and accomplishment twice 
a day ; and as Key and CoUinson rode up 
to the express-office, the express-wagon was 
standing before the door ready to start to 
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meet the stagecoach at th' cross-roads three 
miles away. This again seemed a special 
providence to Key. He had a brief official 
communication with Skinner as registrar, 
and duly recorded his daim ; he had ahasly 
and confidential aside with Skinner as gen- 
eral storekeeper, and such was the uncon- 
scious magnetism developed by this embryo 
millionaire that Skinner extended the neces- 
sary credit to Collinson on Key's word alone. 
That done, he rejoined Collinson in high 
spirits with the news, adding cheerfully, 
^ And I dare say, if you want any further 
advances Skinner will give them to you on 
Parker's draft." 

^ You mean that bit o' paper that chap 
left," said Collinson gravely. 

" Yes." 

" I tore it up." 

^ You tore it up? " ejaculated Key* 

«« You hear me ? Yes I " said Collinson. 

Key stared at him. Surely it was again 
providential that he had not intrusted his 
secret to this utterly ignorant and prejudiced 
man I The slight twinges of conscience that 
his lie about the slippers had caused him 
disappeared at once. He could not have 
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tmsted liim even in that ; it would liaye been 
like this stapid fanatic to have pzevented 
Key's preemption of that claim, until he, 
Collinaon, had Batisfled himaelf of the where- 
abouts of the misHing proprietor. Was he 
quite sure that Clollinson would not rcTisit 
the spot when he had gone ? But he was 
ready for the emergency. 

He had intended to leave his horse with 
Skinner as security for CoUinson's provisions^ 
but Skinner's liberality had made this un- 
necessary, andhe now offered it to CoUinson 
to use and keep for him until called for. 
This would enable his companion to *^ pack" 
his goods on the mule, and oblige him to 
return to the mill by the wagcm-road and 
*^ outside trail," as more commodious for the 
two animals. 

** Ye ain't afeared o' the road agents?" 
suggested a bystander ; ^^ they just swarm on 
Galloper's Bidge, and they * held up ' the 
down stage only last week." 

^* They 're not so lively since the deputy- 
sheriff 's got a new idea about them, and 
has been lying low in the brush near Bald 
Top," returned Skinner. ^^ Anyhow, they 
don't stop teams nor ^packs' unless there'll 
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a chance of their getting some fancy horse- 
flesh bj it ; and I reckon ihar ain't much to 
tempt them thar/' he added, with a satirical 
side glance at his customer's cattle. But 
Kejr was already standing in the ezpresisk 
wagon, giving a f arewdl shake to his pa- 
tient companion's hand, and this ingenuoua 
pleasantry passed unnotioed. Nerertheless, 
as the expre8»-wagon rolled away, his active 
fancy b^;an to consider this new danger 
that might threaten the hidden wealtli of 
his claim. But he refleoted that for a time, 
at least, only the crude ore would be taken 
out and shipped to Maiysville in a shape 
that offered no profit to the highwaymen. 
Had it been a gold mine I — but here again 
was the interposition of Providence I 

A week later Preble Key returned to 
Skinner's with a foreman and ten men, and 
an unlimited credit to draw upon at Maiys- 
ville! Expeditions of this kind created no 
surprise at Skinner's. Parties had before 
this entered the wilderness gayly, none knew 
where or what for; the sedate and silent 
woods had kept their secret while there; thej 
had evaporated, none knew when or where 
-— ofteii» alas I with an unpaid aeoount at 
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Skinser's. Consequently, there was nothing 
in Key's party to challenge curiosity. In 
another week a rambling, one-storied shed 
of pine logs occupied the site of the mysteri- 
ous ruins, and contained the party ; in two 
weeks excavations had been made, and the 
whole face of the outcrop was exposed ; in 
three weeks eveiy vestige of former tenancy 
which the fire had not consumed was trampled 
out by the alien feet of these toilers of the 
"Sylvan Silver Hollow Company." None 
of Key's former companions would have 
recognized the hollow in its blackened level- 
ing and rocky foundation; even CoUinson 
would not have remembered this stripped 
and splintered rock, with its heaps of fresh 
debris, as the place where he had overtaken 
Key. And Key himself had forgotten, in 
his triumph, everything but the chance ex- 
periment that had led to his success. 

Perhaps it was well, therefore, that one 
night, when the darkness had mercifully 
fallen upon this scene of sylvan desolation, 
and its still more incongruous and unsavory 
human restoration, and the low murmur of 
the pines occasionally swelled up from the 
unscathed mountain-side, a loud shout and 
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ihe trampling of horses' feet awoke the dwell- 
ers in the shanty. Springing to their f eet, 
they hurriedly seized their weapons and 
rushed out, only to be confronted by a dark, 
motionless ring of horsemen, two flaming 
torches of pine knots, and a low but distinct 
Toice of authority. In their excitement, 
half-awakened suspicion, and confusion, they 
were affected by its note of cahn preparation 
and conscious power. 

**Drop those guns — hold up your handsl 
We Ve got every man of you covered." 

Key was no coward; the men, though 
flustered, were not cravens : but they obeyed. 

*^ Trot out your leader! Let him stand 
out there, clear, beside that torch ! " 

One of the gleaming pine knots disengaged 
itself from the dark circle and moved to the 
centre, as Preble Key, cool and confident, 
stepped beside it. 

** That will do," said the immutable voice. 
<^ Now, we want Jack Kiggs, Sydney Jack, 
French Pete, and One-eyed Charley." 

A vivid reminiscence of the former night 
scene in the hollow — of his own and his 
companions' voices raised in the darkness — 
flashed across Key. With an instinctive 
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pranomtioii tlwi uus mvmon. Yam. 
thing to do with the fosniMr ttmmakf h» mid 
ealmly: — 

'« Who wem^ ibemT^ 

<« The Stttteof Califonii%'' andtihe imiee. 

^Tbe State of Califoniia nmst loidK 
further," letamed Key in hie cid pliH— nt 
yoiee ; *< tfaefe are no aneh nameB maoaag my 

l«rty- 

"Who are you?" 

" The muauigm of die * Sylvan Slver 
Hollow Conqpaiiy,' and these axe my wotb- 
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There wae a hurried movement) and tihe 
iomid olwfaiq;>eringin thehidiearte dailcand 
silent eircle, and then the Toice rose again i 
^YoQ hare the iNq>erg to prove that ? 
*< Yee, in the eahin. And yon? 
**I Vea wammttoibe sheriff of Sierra.' 
There was a pause, and the Toiee went cb 
less oonfidendy : — 

" How long haye yon been here? " 
*' Three weeks. I came here the day of 
the fire and took np this claim." 
*^ There was no other house here? " 
** There were ruins, — you can see liiem 
still. It may hare been a bumt-up cabin." 
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The Yoioe diflengaged itself from ihevagM 
baokground and eame dowly forwards : — 

^^It was a den of thieves. It was the 
hiding-plaoe of Jack Biggs and his gang of 
road agents. I Ve been hunting this spot 
for three weeks. And now the whole thing '• 
up!" 

There was a laugh from Key's men, but 
it was checked as the owner of the voice 
slowly ranged up beside the burning torch 
and they saw his face. It was dark and set 
with the defeat of a brave man. 

<« Won't you come in and take some- 
thing 7 " said Key kindly. 

^ No. It 's enough fool work for me to 
have routed ye out already. But I suppose 
it's all in my d— d day's work I Good- 
night! Forward there ! Get!" 

The two torches danced forwards, with 
the trailing off of vague shadows in dim pro- 
cession ; there was a clatter over the rocks 
and they were gone. Then, as Preble E^y 
gazed after ihem, lie felt that with them had 
passed the only shadow that lay upon his 
great fortune ; and with the last tenant of 
the hollow a proscribed outlaw and fngiidve, 
ke was henceforth forever safe in his claim 



S§ tBf A mOiUJOiW C9 JBM BZLLSk 






«< the face AakkekMl 



CHAPTEB nL 

Of the great discovery in Sylvan Silver 
Hollow it would seem that CoUiiison as yet 
knew nothing. In spite of Key's fears that 
he might stray there on his retom from 
Skinner's, he did not, nor did he afterwards 
revisit the locality. Neither the news of the 
r^istry of thechdm nor the arrival of Key's 
workmen ever reached him. The few trav- 
elers who passed his mill came from the val- 
ley to cross the Divide on their way to Skin- 
ner's, and returned by the longer but easier 
detour of the stage -road over Galloper's 
Ridge. He had no chance to participate in 
the prosperity that flowed from the opening 
of the mine, which plentifdly beapriDUed 
Skinner's settlement ; he was too far away 
to profit even by the chance custom of Key's 
Sabbath wandering workmen. His isolation 
from civilization (for those who came to 
him from the valley were rude Western emi- 
grants like himself) remained undisturbed. 
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The retam of tlie proepeddng parly to 
humble boBpitaUiy that night had been an 
exceptional case; in hia characteristio aim- 
plidty he did not dream that it was becaose 
they had nowhere else to go in their pen- 
niless condition. It was an incident to be 
pleasantiiy remembered, but whose noniecniw 
rence did not distnrb his infinite patience. 
His poik barrel and floor sack had been re- 
plenished for oiher trarelers ; his own wants 
were lew« 

It was a day or two after the midnight 
yisit of the sheriff to Silver Hollow that 
Key galloped down tiie steep grade to 
CoBinson's. He was amused, albeit, in his 
new importance, a Utile aggrieved also, to 
find that Collinson had as usual confounded 
his descent with that of the generally de- 
tached boolder, and that he was obliged to 
add his voice to the general uproar. This 
brought CoIliBSon to his do<»r. 

«* I 're had ;pour boss hobbled out among 
the chiokweed and dover in the green pas* 
tnre back o' the mill, and he 's picked up 
that much that he 's lookin' fat and sassy," 
he said quietly, beginning to mechanically 
oBstvap Key's bridle, evton while his guest 
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was in lihe act of dismounting. *^ His faaok 's 
quite healed up." 

Key oould not restrain a shrug of impar 
tienoe. It was three weeks sinoe they had 
xneti — three weeks cranuned with excite- 
ment, energy, aohierement, and fortune to 
Key ; and yet this plaee and this man were 
as stupidly unchanged a« when he had left 
them. A momentary fanry that this wsb 
the reality, lihat he himself was only awd&- 
ening from some delusive dream, oame orer 
him. But Ck^Enson's next words were 
practioaL 

^ I reckoned that maybe yon *d write 
from Maiysville to Skinner to send for the 
hoss, and forward him to ye, for I nerer 
kalkilated you *d oome back." 

It WBS quite plain from this that CcAia* 
son had heavd nofliing. But it was also 
awkward, as Key would now have to tell the 
whole story, and reveal the fact Uiat he had 
been really experimenting when CoUinson 
^fTottook him in the hollow. He evaded this 
by post-dating his discovery of the richness 
of the ore until he had reached MarysriUe 
But he found some difficulty in leoonni- 
ing his good fsrtune: he was natarally no 
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boaster, he had no desire to impress Collin- 
son with his penetration, nor the nndannted 
energy he had displayed in getting np his 
company and opening the mine, so that he 
was actually embarrassed by his own under- 
statement ; and under the grave, patient eyes 
of his companion, told his story at best 
lamely. CoUinson's face betrayed neither 
profound interest nor the slightest resent- 
ment. When Key had ended his awkward 
recital, Collinson said slowly: — 

^^ Then Uncle Dick and that other Parker 
feller ain't got no show in this yer find." 

"No," said Key quickly. "Don't you 
remember we broke up our partnership 
that morning and went off our own ways. 
You don't suppose," he added with a forced 
half-laugh, " that if Unde Dick or Parker 
had struck a lead after they left me, they 'd 
have put me in it? " 

"Would n't they?" asked Collinson 
gravely. 

"Of course not." He laughed a little 
more naturally, but presently added, with 
an uneasy smile, " What makes you think 
they would ? " 

" Nuthin' ! " said Collinson promptly. 
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Nevertheless, when they were seated be- 
fore the fire, with glasses in their hands, 
CoUinson returned patiently to the subject : 

*^You wuz saying they went their way, 
and you went yours. But your way was 
back on the old way that you'd all gone 
together." 

But Key felt himself on firmer ground 
here, and answered deliberately and truth- 
fully, ^^Yes, but I only went back to the 
hollow to satisfy myself if there really was 
any house there, and if there was, to warn 
the occupants of the approaching fire." 

** And there was a house there," said Col* 
linson thoughtfully. 

^Only the ruins." He stopped and 
flushed quickly, for he remembered that he 
had denied its existence at their former 
meeting. ^ That is," he went on hurriedfy, 
^I found out from the sherifE, yon know, 
that there had been a house there. Bui," 
he added, reyerting to his stronger position, 
**my going back there was an accident, and 
my picking up the outcrop was an aoddant, 
and had no more to do with our partner- 
ship prospecting than yon had* In &ct," 
he aaidy with a reassuring laugh, **joo*d 
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Iiare had a betterright to riiare inmy daim, 
ooming tliere as you did at that momeiit, 
than they. Why, if I 'd have known what 
the thing was worth, I might have put you 
in — only it wanted capital and some expe- 
rience/' He was glad that he had pitched 
upon that excuse (it had only just occurred 
to him), and glanced affably at G)llinson 
But that gentlemaa said soberly: — 

*^ No, you would n't nuther." 

^ Why not?" said Key half angrily. 

CoUinson paused. After a moment he 
said, ^^'Cos I wouldn't hev took anything 
outer thet pkoe." 

Key felt reUered. From what he knew 
of Collinson's yagaries he believed him. He 
was wise in not admitting him to his coor 
fidenoes at the beginning; he might have 
thought it his duty to tell others. 

«^ I 'm not so particular," he returned 
laughingly, ^ but the silver in that hole was 
never touched, nor I dare say even imagined 
by mortal man before. However, there is 
something else about the hollow that I want 
to teU you. You remember the slipper that 
you picked up ? " 

•*Yes." 
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* 

^ Well, I lied to you about that ; I never 
dropped it. On the contrary, I had pieked 
up the mate of it veiy near where you found 
yours, and I wanted to know to whom it b^ 
longed. For I don't mind telling you now, 
CoUinscm, that I belieye there toas a woman 
in that house, and die same woman whose 
face I saw at the window. You remember 
how the boy> joked me about it — well, per- 
haps I did n't care that you should laugh at 
me too, but I 'ye had a sore conscience orer 
my lie, for I remembered that you seemed to 
have some into^est in the matter too, and I 
thought that maybe I might have thrown 
you off the scent. It seemed to me that if 
you had any idea who it was, we might now 
talk the matter over and compare notes. I 
think you said — at least, I gathered the 
idea from a remark of yours," he added 
hastily, as he remembered that the sugges- 
tion was his own, and a satirieal <me — 
^ that it reminded you of your wife's slip- 
per. Of course, as your wife is dead, that 
would offer no due, and can only be a 
chance resemblance, unless " — He stopped. 

" Have you got 'em yet ? " 

«'Yes, both." He took them from the 
pocket of his riding^jacket. 
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Ab CoUinson received them, bis face took 
upon itself an even graver expression. ^ It 's 
mighty car'ons/' he said reflectively, *^ but 
looking at the two of 'em the likeness is 
more fetchm'. Te see, my wife had a 
straight foot, and never wore reg'lar rights 
and lefts like other women, but kinder 
changed about; ye see, these shoes is reg'lar 
rights and lefts, but never was worn as 
siohl" 

*^ There may be other women as peculiar," 
>^ugg^ted Key. 

** There mtiat be,'' said CoUinson quietly. 

For an imtant Key was touched with the 
ma^y security of the reply, for, remember- 
ing Uncle Dick's scandal, it had occurred to 
liim that the unknown tenant of the robbers' 
den might be Collinson's wife. He was glad 
to be relieved on that point, and went on 
more confidently : — 

^^ So, you see, this woman was undoubtedly 
in that house on the night of the fire. She 
escaped, and in a mighty huny too, for she 
had not time to change her slippers for 
shoes; she escaped on horseback, for that 
is how she lost them. Now what was she 
doing there with those rascals, for the face I 
saw looked as innocent as a saint's." 
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*^ Seemed to ye sort o' contrairj, jist as I 
reckoned my wife's foot would have looked 
in a slipper that you said was giv to yta,*^ 
suggested G>llin8on pointedly, but with no 
implication of reproach in his vcnce. 

*^ Yes," said Key impatiently. 

^ I Ve read yams afore now about tibem 
Eyetalian brigands stealin' women," said 
Collinson reflectively, *^but that ain't Cal- 
ifornia road-agent style. Great Scott I if 
one eren so much as spoke to a woman, 
they 'd have been wiped outer the State long 
ago. No I the woman as was there came 
there to stay I " 

As Key's face did not seem to express 
either assent or satisfaction at this last 
statement, Collinson, after a glance at it, 
went on with a somewhat gentler gravity: 
^I see wot's troublin' ycu^ Mr. Key; 
you 've bin thinkin' that mebbee that poor 
woman might hev bin the better for a bit c' 
that fortin' that you discovered under the 
very spot where them slippers of hers had 
often trod. You 're thinkin' that mebbee 
it might hev turned her and those men from 
their evil ways." 

Mr. Key had been thinking nothing of 
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the kind, but for some obscure reason the 
skeptical jeer that had risen to his lips 
remained unsaid. He rose impatiently. 
^^ Well, there seems to be no chance of dich 
covering anything now ; the house is burnt, 
the gang dispersed, and she has probably 
gone with them." He paused, and then 
laid three or four large gold pieces on the 
table. ^^ It 's for that old bill of our party, 
CoUinson," he said. <^ I '11 settle and collect 
from each. Some time when you come over 
to the mine, and I hope you 'U give us a 
eaU, you can bring the horse. Meanwhile 
you can use him ; you 'U find he 's a little 
quicker than the mule. How is business ?" 
he added, with a perfunctory glance around 
tiie vacant room and dusty bar. 

^^ Thar ain't much passin' this way," said 
CoUinson with equal carelessness, as he 
gathered up the money, ^* 'cept those boys 
from the valley, and they 're most always 
strapped when they come here." 

Key smiled as he observed that CoUinscm 
offered him no receipt, and, moreover, as 
he remembered that he had only Collinson's 
word for the destruction of Parker's draft 
But he merely glanced at his unconscious 
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jost, and said nothing* After a pause he 
returned in a lighter tone : ^^ I suppose you 
are rather out of the world here. Indeed, I 
had an idea at first of buying out your mill, 
Collinson, and putting in steam power to get 
out timber for our new buildings, but you 
see you are so far away from the w3gon« 
road, that we could n't haul the timber away. 
That was the trouble, or I 'd have made you 
a fair oflfer." 

^^I don't reckon to eyer sell the mill," 
said CoUinson simply. Then observing the 
look of suspicion in his companion's face, he 
added gravely, ^^You see, I rigged up the 
whole thing when I expected my wife out 
from the States, and I calkilate to keep it 
in memory of her." 

Key slightly lifted his brows. ^^ But you 
nevei? told us, by the way, how you ever 
came to put up a mill here with such an un- 
certain water-supply." 

^* It was n't onsartin when I came here, 
Mr. Key ; it was a full-fed stream straight 
from them snow peaks. It was the eardi- 
quakedid it." 

^ The earthquake ! " repeated Key. 

*^ Yes. Ef the earthquake kin heave up 
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that Bilver-bearing rook that you told ub 
about the first day you kem here, and that 
you found t' other day, it could play roots 
with a mere mill-stream, I reckon." 

** But the 0(myul8ion I spoke of happened 
ages on ages ago, when this whole mountain 
range was being fashioned," said Key with 
alaugk 

^ Well, this yer earthquake was ten years 
ago, just after I came. I reckon I oughter 
remember it. It was a queer sort o' day in 
the fall, dry and hot as if thar might her 
bin a fire in the woods, only thar wasn't 
no wind. Not a breath of air anywhar. 
The leaves of them alders hung straight as 
a plumb-line. Except for that thar stream 
and that thar wheel, nuthin' moved. Thar 
was n't a bird on the wing over that cidS^on ; 
thar wasn't a squirrel skirmishin' in the 
hull wood; even the lizards in the rocks 
stijffened like stone Chinese idols. It kept 
gettin' quieter and quieter, ontil I walked 
oat on that ledge and felt as if I 'd have to 
gire a yeU just to hear my own voice. Thar 
was a thin veil over everything, and betwixt 
and between everything, and the sun was 
rooted in the middle of it as if it could n't 



IN A HOLLOW OF' THE HILLS. 71 

more neither. Eveiyihiii' seemed to be 
waiting waitin', waitin'. Then all of a 
suddin suthin' seemed to give somewhar! 
Suthin' fetched away with a queer sort of 
nimblin', as if the p^ had slipped outer 
creation. I looked up and kalkUated to see 
half a dozen of them boulders come, Uckity 
switch, down ihe grade. But, dam my skin, 
if one of 'em stirred I and yet while I was 
looking, the whole face o' that bluff bowed 
over softly, as if saying «Gh)od-by,' and 
got dean away somewhar before I knowed 
it. Why, you see that pile agin the side o' 
the eaSion t Well, a thousand feet under 
that there 's trees, three hundred feet high, 
still upright and standin\ You know how 
them pines over on that far mountain-side 
always seem to be climbin' up, up, up, over 
each other's heads to the very top? Well, 
Mr. Key, / saw *em climbin' I And when I 
pulled myself together and got back to the 
mill, eyerything was quiet ; and, by 0-— d, 
so was the mill-wheel, and there was n't two 
inches of water in the river I " 

<« And what did you think of it?" said 
Key, interested in spite of his impatience. 

" I thought, Mr. Key — No ! I must n't 
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gay I ihoiiglit, for I knowed it. I knowed 
that snthin' bad happened to my wife ! " 

Key did not smile, but even felt a &int 
snperstitioiis thrill as be gazed at binu 
After a pause CoUinson resumed : ^^ I beard 
a month after that she bad died about that 
time o' yaller fever in Texas with the i>aiiy 
she was comin' with. Her folks wrote that 
they died like flies, and wuz all buried to- 
gether, unbeknownst and promiscuous, and 
thar was n^t no remains. She slipped away 
from me like that bluff oyer that ci^on, and 
that was the end of it." 

'^ But she might have escaped," said Key 
quickly, forgetting himself in his eagerness. 

But CoUinson only shook bis bead. ^^Then 
she *d have been here," he said gravely. 

Key moved towards the door still ab- 
stractedly, held out bis band, shook that of 
bis companion warmly, and then, saddling 
bis horse himself, departed. A sense of 
disappointment — in which a vague dissatis- 
faction with himself was mingled — was all 
that bad come of bis interview. He took 
himself severely to task for following bis ro- 
mantic quest so far. It was imwortby of 
the president of the Sylvan Silver Hollow 
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Company, and he was not quite sure but 
that his confidences with CoUinson might 
have imperiled even the interests of the 
company. To atone for this momentary ab- 
erration, and correct his dismal fancies, he 
resolved to attend to some business at Skin- 
ner's before returning, and branched off on 
a long detour that would intersect the trav- 
eled stage-road. But here a singular inci- 
dent overtook him. As he wheeled into the 
turnpike, he heard the trampling hoof-beats 
and jingling harness of the oncoming coach 
behind hinu He had barely time to draw 
up against the bank before the six galloping 

hj^ He had a quick impression of the heat 
and steam of sweating horse-hide, the reek 
of varnish and leather, and the momentary 
vision of a female face silhouetted against 
the glass window of the coach ! But even 
in that flash of perception he recognized the 
profile that he had seen at the window of 
the mysterious hut I 

He halted for an instant dazed and be- 
wildered in the dust of the departing wheels. 
Then, as the bulk of the vehicle reappeared, 
already narrowing in the distance, without a 
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Moond tihoiig^t he dashed after it. His die- 
appointment, his self-criticism, his piaotiGal 
xesohitions were forgotten. He had but one 
idea now — the vision was providential! 
The due to the mystery was before him — 
he must follow it I 

Yet he had sense enough to realize that 
the coaeh would not stop to take up a pas- « 
senger between stations, and that the next 
station was the one three miles below Skin- 
ner's. It would not be difficult to reach 
this by a cut-off in time, and although the 
vehicle had appeared to be crowded, he could 
no doubt obtain a seat on top. 

His eager curiosity, however, led him to 
put spurs to his horse, and range up along- 
side of the coach as if passing it, while he 
examined the stranger more closely. Her 
&oe was bent listlessly over a book ; there 
was unmistakably the same profile that he 
had seen, but the full face was different in 
outline and expression. A strange sense of 
disappointment that was almost a revulsion 
of feeling came over him; he lingered, he 
glanced again; she was certainly a very 
pretty woman : there was the beautifully 
rounded chin, the short straight nose, and 
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delioateljr carved upper lip, that he had seen 
in the profile, — and yet — yet it was not 
the same face he had dreamt of. With an 
odd, provoking sense of disillusion, he swept 
ahead of the coach, and again slackened his 
speed to let it pass. This time the fair un- 
known raised her long lashes and gaased sud- 
denly at this persistent horseman at her side, 
and an odd expression, it seemed to him 
almost a glance of recognition and expecta- 
tion, came into her dark, languid eyes. The 
pupils concentrated upon him with a sin- 
gular significance, that was almost, he even 
diought, a reply to his glance, and yet it 
was as utterly imintelligible. A moment 
later, however, it was explained. He had 
fallen slightly behind in a new confusion of 
hesitation, wonder, and embarrassment, when 
from a wooded trail to the right, another 
horseman suddenly swept into the road be- 
fore him. He was a powerfully built man^ 
mounted on a thoroughbred horse of a quality 
far superior to the ordinary roadster. With- 
out looking at Key he easily ranged up be- 
side the coach as if to pass it, but Key, with 
a sudden resolution, put spurs to his own 
hone and ranged also abreast of him, in 
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time to aee his fair unknown gtart at the ap- 
parition of this second horseman and unmis- 
takably convey some signal to him, — a sig- 
nal that to Key's fancy now betrayed some 
warning of himself. He was the more con- 
Tinced as the stranger, after continuing a 
few paces aliead of the coach, allowed it to 
pass him at a curve of the road, and slack- 
ened his pace to permit Key to do the same. 
Instinctively conscious that the stranger's 
object was to scrutinize or identify him, he 
determined to take the initiative, and fixed 
his eyes upon him as they approached. But 
the stranger, who wore a loose brown linen 
duster over clothes that appeared to be 
superior in fashion and material, also had 
part of his face and head draped by a white 
silk handkerchief worn under his hat, osten- 
sibly to keep the sun and dust from his head 
and neck, — and had the advantage of him. 
He only caught the flash of a pair of steel- 
gray eyes, as the newcomer, apparently hav- 
ing satisfied himself, gave rein to his spirited 
steed and easily repassed the coach, disap- 
pearing in a cloud of dust before it. But 
Key had by this time reached the ^^ cut-ofF," 
which the stranger, if he intended to follow 
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the ooach, either disdained or was ignorant 
of, and he urged his horse to its utmost 
speed. Even with the stranger's advantages 
it would be a dose race to the station. 

Nevertheless, as he dashed on, he was by 
no means insensible to the somewhat quix- 
otic nature of his undertaking. If he was 
right in his suspicion that a signal had been 
given by the lady to the stranger, it was ex- 
ceedingly probable that he had discovered 
not only the fair inmate of the robbers' den, 
but one of the gang itself, or at least a con- 
federate and ally. Yet &r from deterring 
him, in that ingenious sophistry with which 
he was apt to treat his romance, he now 
looked upon his adventure as a practical 
pursuit in the interests of law and justice. 
It was true that it was said that the band of 
road agents had been dispersed ; it was a 
fact that there had been no spoliation of 
coach or teams for three weeks ; but none of 
the depredators had ever been caught, and 
lieir booty, wMch was considerable, was 
known to be still intact. It was to the in- 
terest of the mine, his partners, and his 
workmen that this due to a danger which 
threatened the locality should be followed to 
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the end. Ab to the lady, in spite cf the 
dieappointmeat that still rankled in his 
breast, he could be magnanimous! She 
might be the paiamoor of the strange hone- 
man, she might be only escaping from some 
hateful companionship by his aid. And yet 
one thing puzzled him: she was CTidentl^ 
not acquainted with the personality of the 
active gang, for she had, without doubt, at 
first mistaken him for one of them, and after 
recognizing her real accomplice had coimnu- 
nicated her mistake to him* 

It was a great relief to him when the 
rough and tangled *' cutoff " at last broad- 
ened and lightened into the turnpike road 
again, and he beheld, scarcely a quarter of 
a mile before him, the dust doud that over- 
hung the ooach as it drew up at the lonely 
wayside station. He was in time, for he 
knew that the horses were changed there ; 
but a sudden fear that the fair unknown 
might alight, or take some other conyeyance, 
made him still spur his jaded steed forward. 
As he neared the station he glanced eagerly 
around for the other horseman, but he was 
nowhere to be seen. He had evidently either 
abandoned the chase or ridden ahead. 
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It seemed equally a part of what he be- 
lieyed was a providential intercession, that 
on axriying at the station he found there 
was^ a Taoant seat inside the coach. It was 
diagonally opposite that occupied by the 
lady, and he was thus enabled to study her 
face as it was bent over her book, whose 
pages, however, she scarcely turned. After 
her first casual glance of curiosily at the 
new passenger, she seemed to take no more 
notice of him, and Key began to wonder if 
he had not mistaken her previous interrogat- 
ing look. Nor was it his only disturbing 
query ; he was conscious of the same disap- 
pointment now that he could examine her 
face more attentively, as in his first cursory 
glance. She was certainly handsome; if 
there was no longer the freshness of youth, 
there was still the indefinable charm of the 
woman of thirty, and with it the delicate 
curves of matured muliebrity and repose. 
There were lines, particularly around the 
mouth and fringed eyelids, that were deep- 
ened as by pain ; and the chin, even in its 
rounded fullness, had the angle of deter- 
mination. From what was visible, bebw 
the brown linen duster that she wore, she 
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appeared to be tastefully although not ricMy 
dressed. 

As the ooach at last drove away from the 
station, a grizzled, farmer-looking man seated 
beside her uttered a sigh of relief, so pal- 
pable as to attract the general attention. 
Turning to his fair neighbor with a smile 
of imoouth but good-humored apology, he 
said in explanation : — 

'^ You 'U excuse me, miss ! I don't know 
ezactly how yowVe feelin', — for judging 
from your looks and gin'ral gait, you 're a 
stranger in these parts, — but ez for me, I 
don't mind sayin' that I never feel ezactly 
safe from these yer road agents and stage 
robbers ontil arter we pass Skinner's station. 
All along thet Gralloper's Bidge it's jest 
tech and go like; the woods is swarmin' 
with 'em. But once past Skinner's, you 're 
all right. They never dare go below that. 
So ef you don't mind, miss, for it 's bein' 
in your presence, I 'U jest pull off my butes 
and ease my feet for a spell." 

Neither the inconsequence of this singu- 
lar request, nor the smile it evoked on the 
faces of the other passengers, seemed to dis- 
turb the lady's abstraction. Scarcely lifting 
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her eyes from her book, she bowed a grave 
assent. 

^You see, miss," he continued, ^^and 
you gents," he added, taking the whole 
coach into his confidence, ^I've got over 
forty ounces of clean gold dust in them 
butes, between the upper and lower sole, — 
and it 's mighty tight packing f 6r my feet. 
Ye kin heft it," he said, as he removed one 
boot and held it up before them. ^ I put 
the dust there for safety — kalkilatin* that 
while these road gentry alius goes for a 
man's pockets and his body belt, they never 
thinks of his butes, or have n't time to go 
through 'em." He looked aroimd him with 
a smile of self-satisfaction. 

The murmur of admiring comment was, 
however, broken by a burly-bearded miner 
who sat in the middle seat. *^ Thet 's pretty 
fair, as far as it goes," he said smilingly, 
*'but I reckon it wouldn't go far ef you 
started to run. I've got a simpler game 
than that, gentlemen, and ez we 're all 
friends here, and the danger 's over, I don't 
mind tellin' ye. The first thing these yer 
road agents do, after they've covered the 
driver with their shot guns, is to make the 
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pasfloigen get ont and hdd up their luuids. 
That, ma'am," — e:q>laiiatorily to the lady, 
who betrayed only a languid interest, — ^^ is 
to keep 'em from drawing their reyolvers. 
A revolver is the last thing a road agent 
wants, either in a man's hand or in his 
holster. So I ses to myself, *Ef a six- 
shooter ain't of no acoonnt, wot's the use 
of carryin' it ? ' So I jnst put my shooting- 
iron in my valise when I travel, and fill 
my holster with my gold dust, sol It 's a 
deuoed sight heavier than a revolver, but 
they don't feel its weight, and don't keer to 
01 ae nigh it. And I've been ^held up' 
twice on t'other side of the Divide this 
year, and I passed free every time ! " 

The applause that followed this revelation 
and the exhibition of the holster not only 
threw the farmer's exploits into the shade, 
but seemed to excite an emulation among 
the passengers. Other methods of securing 
their property were freely discussed; but 

forward of a passenger who had, up to that 
moment, maintained a reserve almost equal 
to the fair unknown. His dress and gen- 
eral appearance were those of a professional 
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man; Ms yoioe and maimer corroborated 
the presimiption. 

^^I don't think, gentlemen," he began 
with a pleasant smile, ^' that any man of us 
here would like to be called a coward ; but 
in fighting with an enemy who never at- 
tacks, or even appears, except with a delib- 
erately prepared advantage on his side, it 
is my opinion that a man is not only justi- 
fied in avoiding an unequal encounter with 
him, but in circumventing by every means 
the object of his attack. You have all been 
frank in telling your methods. I will be 
equally so in telling mine, even if I have 
perhaps to confess to a little more than you 
have; for I have not only availed myself 
of a well-known rule of the robbers who 
infest these mountains, to exempt all women 
and children from their spoliation, — a rule 
which, of course, they perfectly understand 
gives them a sentimental consideration with 
all Califomians, — but I have, I confess, 
also availed myself of the innocent kindness 
of one of that charming and justly exempted 
sex." He paused and bowed courteously to 
the fair unknown. ^^When I entered tiiis 
coach I had with me a bulky parcel which 
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was manifestly too large for my pockets, 
yet as evidently too small and too valuable 
to be introsted to the ordinary luggage. 
Seeing my difficulty, our charming compan- 
ion opposite, out of the very kindness and 
innocence of her heart, offered to make a 
place for it in her satchel, which was not 
fulL I accepted the offer joyfully. When 
I state to you, gentlemen, that that package 
contained valuable government bonds to a 
considerable amount, I do so, not to claim 
your praise for any originality of my own, 
but to make this public avowal to our fair 
fellow passenger for securing to me this 
most perfect security and immunity from 
the Toad agent that has been yet recorded." 
With his eyes riveted on the lady's face, 
Key saw a faint color rise to her other* 
wise impassive face, which might have been 
called out by the enthusiastic praise that 
followed the lawyer's confession. But he 
was painfully conscious of what now seemed 
to him a monstrous situation! Here was, 
he believed, the actual accomplice of the' 
road agents calmly receiving the complacent 
and puerile confessions of the men who 
were seeking to outwit them. Could he, in 
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Ordinary justice to them, to himself, or the 
mission he conceived he was pursuing, re- 
frain from exposing her, or warning them 
privately? But was he certain? Was a 
vague remembrance of a profile momenta- 
rily seen — and, as he must even now admit, 
inconsistent with the fuU face he was gaz- 
ing at — sufficient for such an accusation? 
More than that, was the protection she had 
apparently afforded the lawyer consistent 
with the function of an accomplice I 

" Then if the danger 's over," said the 
lady gently, reaching down to draw her 
satchel from under the seat, ^^ I suppose I 
may return it to you." 

*^ By no means I Don't trouble yourself ! 
Piray allow me to still remain your debtor, — 
at least as far as the next station," said the 
lawyer gallantly. 

The lady uttered a languid sigh, sank 
back in her seat, and calmly settled herself 
to the perusal of her book* Key felt his 
cheeks beginning to bum with the embar- 
rassment and shame of his evident miscon- 
ception. And here he was on his way to 
Marysville, to follow a woman for whom 
he felt he no longer cared, and for whose 
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pursuit he liad no longer the excuse of 
justice. 

** Then I understand that you have twice 
seen these road agents," said the profes- 
sional man, turning to the miner. ^' Of 
course, you could be able to identify them ? " 

*^Nary a man! You see they're aU 
masked, and only one of 'em e^er speaks." 

"The leader or chief?" 

" No, the orator." 

"The orator?" repeated the professional 
man in amazement. 

" Well, you see, / call him the orator, 
for he 's mighty glib with his tongue, and 
reels off all he has to say like as if he had 
it by heart. He's mighty rough on you, 
too, sometimes, for all his high-toned style. 
£f he thinks a man is hidin' anything he 
jest scalps him with his tongue, and blamed 
if I don't think he likes the chance of doin' 
it. He 's got a regular set speech, and he 's 
boimd to go through it all, even if he makes 
everything wait, and runs the risk of cap- 
ture. Yet he ain't the chief, — and even 
I 've heard folks say ain't got any responsi- 
bility if he is took, for he don't tech any- 
body or anybody's money, and couldn't 



m A HOLWW OF THE HILLS. 87 

be prosecuted. I reckon lie 'b some sort of 
a broken-doivn lawyer — d* ye see? " 

^ Not mucli of a lawyer, I imagine,*' said 
the professional man, smiling, ^^for he'll 
find himself quite mistaken as to his share 
of responsibility. But it 's a rather clever 
way of concealing the identity of the real 
leader." 

^ It 's the smartest gang that was oyer 
started in the Sierras. They fooled tiie 
sheriff of Sierra the other day. They gave 
him a sort of idea that they had a kind of 
hidin'-place in the woods whar they met 
and kept their booty, and, by jinks! he 
goes down thar with his hull posse, — just 
spUin' for a fight, — and only lights upon 
a gang of innocent greenhorns, who were 
boring for silver on the very spot where he 
allowed the robbers had their den! He 
ain't held up his head since.'' 

Key cast a quick glance at the lady to see 
the effect of this revelation. But her face 
— if the same profile he had seen at the 
window — betrayed neither concern nor 
curiosity. He let his eyes drop to tiie smart 
boot that peeped from below her gown, and 
the thought of his trying to identify it with 
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ihe alipper he had picked op seined to him 
as ridiculons as his other misoonceptaons. 
He sank back gloomily in his seat; by 
degrees the fatigae and excitement of the 
day began to mercifully benumb his senses ; 
twilight had fallen and the talk had ceased. 
The lady had allowed her book to drop in 
her lap as the darkness gathered, and had 
closed her eyes ; he closed his own, and 
slipped away presently into a dream, in which 
he saw the profile again as he had seen it in 
the darkness of the hollow, only that this 
time it changed to a full face, unlike the 
lady's or any one he had ever seen. Then 
the window seemed to open with a rattle, and 
he again felt the cool odors of the forest ; but 
he awoke to find that the lady had only 
opened her window for a breath of fresh air. 
It was nearly eight o' dock ; it would be an 
hour yet before the coach stopped at the 
next station for supper ; the passengers were 
drowsily nodding; he closed his eyes and 
fell into a deeper sleep, from which he awoka 
with a start. 
The coach had stoppedl 



CSHAPTER IV. 

*^It can't be Three Pines yet," said a 
passenger's voice, in which the laziness of 
sleep stiU lingered, " or else we 'ye snoozed 
over five mile. I don't see no lights ; wot 
are we stoppin' for ? " The other passengers 
straggled to an upright position. One near- 
est the window opened it; its place was 
instantly occupied by the double muzzle of 
a shot-gun ! No one moved. In the awe- 
stricken silence the voice of the driver rose 
in drawling protestation. 

^^It ain't no business o' mine, but it 
sorter strikes me that you chaps are arplayin' 
it just a little too fine this time ! It ain't 
three miles from Three Pine Station and 
forty men I Of course, that 's your lookout, 
— not mine ! " 

The audacity of the thing had evidently 
struck even the usually taciturn and phleg- 
matic driver into his first expostulation on 
record. 



90 IN A HOLLOW OF THK HLLLS. 

^ Your thongHtfal consideration does yon 
great credit," said a voice from the dark« 
ness, ^^and shall be properly presented to 
our manager ; but at the same time we ¥rish 
it understood that we do not hesitate to take 
any risks in strict attention to our buuness 
and our diente. In the mean time you wfll 
expedite matters, and give your passengers 
a chance to get an early tea at Three Pines, 
by handing down that treasure-box and matl- 
pouch. Be careful in handling that Unn- 
derbuss you keep beside it; the last time 
it unfortunately went off, and I regret to 
say dighUy Tronnded one of your punenger*. 
Accidents of this kind, interfering, as they 
do, with the harmony and pleasure of our 
chance meetings, cannot be too highly de- 
plored." 

*^By gosh I" ejaculated an outside pas- 
senger in an audible whisper. 

^* Thank you, sir," said the voice quietly ; 
^^ but as I overlooked you, I will trouble you 
now to descend with the others." 

The voice moved nearer ; and, by the light 
of a flaming bull's^ye cast upon the coach, it 
could be seen to come from a stout, medium^ 
sixed man with ablack mask, which, however, 
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showed half of a smooth, beardless &ce, and 
an affable yet satirical mouth. The speaker 
cleared his throat with the slight preparatory 
•oogh of the practioed orator, and, approach- 
ing the window, to Key's intense surprise, 
actually began in the identical professional 
and rhetorical style previously indicated by 
the miner. 

^ Circumstances oyer which we have no 
control, gentlemen, compel us to oblige you 
to alight, stand in a row on one side, and 
hold up your hands. You will find the atti- 
tude not unpleasant after your cramped posi- 
tion in the coach, while the change from its 
confined air to the wholesome night-breew 
of the Sierras cannot but prove salutary 
and refreshing. It will also enable us to 
relieve you of such so-called valuables and 
treasures in the way of gold dust and coin, 
which I regret to say too often are misap- 
plied in careless hands, and which the teach- 
ings of the highest morality distinctly denom- 
inate as the root of all evil I I need not 
inform you, gentlemen, as business men, that 
promptitude and celerity of compliance will 
insure dispatch, and shorten an interview 
which has been sometimes needlessly, and, 
I regret to say, painfully protracted." 
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He drew back deliberately with the same 
monotonous precision of habit, and disclosed 
the muzzles of his confederates' weapons 
still leveled at the passengers. In spite of 
their astonishment, indignation, and discom- 
fiture, his practiced effronteiy and deUberate 
display appeared in some way to touch their 
humorous sense, and one or two smiled 
hysterically, as they rose and hesitatingly 
filed out of the vehicle. It is possible, how- 
ever, that the leveled shot-guns contributed 
more or less directly to this result 

Two masks began to search the passengers 
under the combined focus of the bull's-eyes, 
the shining gun-barrels, and a running but 
still carefully prepared commentary from the 
spokesman. ^^ It is to be regretted that busi- 
ness men, instead of intrusting their property 
to the custody of the regularly constituted 
express agent, still continue to secrete it 
on their persons; a custom that, without 
enhancing its security, is not only an injus- 
tice to the express company, but a great 
detriment to dispatch. We also wish to 
point out that while we do not as a rule 
interfere with the possession of articles of 
ordinary personal use or adornment, such as 
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simple jeweliy or watches, we reserve our 
right to restrict by confiscation the Yulgarity 
and iinmanliness of diamonds and enormous 
fob chains." 

The act of spoliation was apparently com- 
plete, yet it was evident that the orator was 
restrainmg himseU for a more effective di- 
max. Clearing his throat again and step- 
ping before the impatient but still mystified 
file of passengers, he reviewed them gravely. 
Then in a perfectly pitched tone of mingled 

^^ It would seem that, from no wish of our 
own, we are obliged on this present occasion 
to suspend one or two of our usual rules. 
We are not in the habit of interfering with 
the wearing apparel of oar esteemed clients; 
but in the interests of ordinary humanity we 
are obliged to remove the boots of the gen- 
tleman on the extreme left, which evidently 
give him great pain and impede his locomo- 
tion. We also seldom deviate from our rule 
of obliging our clients to hold up their hands 
during this examination ; but we gladly make 
an exception in favor of the gentleman next 
to him, and permit him to hand us the alto- 
gether too heavily weighted holster which 



94 m A HOLLOW OF THE mLLS. 

presses upon liis hip. Gentlemen," said 
the orator, slightly raising Lis yoice, with 
a deprecating gesture, **you need not be 
alarmed I The indignant movement of our 
friend, just now, was not to draw his revolver, 
— for it isn't therel " He paused while his 
companions speedily removed the farmer's 
boots and the miner's holster, and with a 
still more apologetic air approached the 
coach, where only the lady remained erect 
and rigid in her comer. ^ And now," he 
said with simulated hesitation, *^ we come to 
the last and to us the most painful suspension 
of our rules. On these very rare occasions, 
when we have been honored with the pres- 
ence of the fair sex, it has been our invari- 
able custom not only to leave them in the 
undisturbed possession of their property, but 
even of their privacy as well. It is with 
deep regret that on this occasion we are 
obliged to make an exception. For in the 
present instance, the lady, out of the gentle- 
ness of her heart and the politeness of her 
sex, has burdened herself not only with the 
weight but the responsibility of a package 
forced upon her by one of the passengers. 
We fed, and we believe, gentlemen, that 
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most of you will agree with us, that so scan- 
dalous and unmanly an attempt to evade our 
rules and violate the sanctity of the lady's im- 
munity will never be permitted. For your 
own sake, madam, we are compelled to ask 
you for the satchel under your seat. It 
wOl be returned to you when the package is 
removed." 

<^One moment," said the professional 
man indignantly, ^^ there is a man here 
whom you have spared, — a man who lately 
joined us. Is that man," pointing to the 
astonished Key, *^ one of your confederates ? " 

^^That man," returned the spokesman 
with a laugh, <^ is the owner of the Sylvan 
Hollow Mine. We have spared him because 
we owe him some consideration for having 
been turned out of his house at the dead of 
night while the sheriff of Sierra was seek- 
ing us." He stopped, and then in an entirely 
different voice, and in a totally changed 
manner, said roughly, *^ Tumble in there, all 
of you, quick I And you, sir" (to Key), 
— ** I 'd advise you to ride outside. Now^ 
driver, raise so much as a rein or a whip- 
lash until you hear the signal — and by Ood I 
you 'U know what next." He stepped back, 
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and seemed to be instantly swallowed up 
in the darkness ; but the light of a solitary 
bull's-eye — the holder himself invisible — 
still showed the muzzles of the guns coyering 
the driver. There was a momentary stir of 
voices within the closed coach, but an angry 
roar of ^^ Silence I" from the darkness 
hushed it. 

The moments crept slowly by; all now 
were breathless. Then a dear whistle rang 
from the distance, the light suddenly was 
extinguished, the leveled muzzles vanished 
vnth it, the driver's lash fell simultaneously 
on the backs of his horses, and the coach 
leaped forward. 

The jolt nearly threw Key from the top, 
but a moment later it was still more difficult 
to keep his seat in the headlong fury of 
their progress. Again and again the ksh 
descended upon the maddened horses, until 
the whole coach seemed to leap, bound, and 
swerve with every stroke. Cries of protest 
and even distress began to come from the 
interior, but the driver heeded it not. A 
window was suddenly let down ; the voice of 
the professional man saying, ^^ What 's the 
matter? We're not followed. Yon are 
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imperiling our lives by this speed," was 
answered only by, ^* Will some of ye throt- 
tle that d — d fool?" from the driver, and 
the renewed fall of the lash. The wayside 
trees appeared a solid plateau before them, 
opened, danced at their side, closed up again 
behind them, — but still they sped along. 
Bushing down grades with the speed of an 
avalanche, they ascended again without draw- 
ing rein, and as if by sheer momentum; 
for the heavy vehicle now seemed to have 
a diabolical energy of its own. It ground 
scattered rocks to powder with its crushing 
wheels, it swayed heavUy on ticklish comers, 
recovering itself with the resistless forward 
propulsion of the straining teams, until the 
lights of Three Fine Station began to glitter 
through the trees. Then a succession of 
yells broke from the driver, so strong and 
dominant that they seemed to outstrip even 
the speed of the unabated cattle. Lesser 
lights were presently seen running to and 
fro, and on the outermost fringe of the settle- 
ment the stage pulled up before a crowd of 
wondering faces, and the driver spoke. 

^^ We 've been held up on the open road, 
by G— d, not ihr^ miles from whar ye 



98 m A HOLLOW OF THE HILL8. 

men are sittin' here yawpin' I If thar 's a 
man among ye that has n't got the soul of 
a skunk, he '11 f oUer and dose in upon 'em 
before they have a chance to get into the 
brush." Having thus relieved himself of 
his duty as an enforced nonoombatant, and 
allowed all further responsibility to devolve 
upon his recreant fellow employees, he re- 
lapsed into his usual taciturnity, and drove 
a trifle less recklessly to the station, where 
he grimly set down his bruised aid dis- 
comfited passengers. As Key mingled with 
them, he could not help perceiving that 
neither the late ^' orator's " explanation of 
his exemption from their fate, nor the driv- 
er's surly corroboration of his respeota* 
bilily, had pacified them. For a time this 
amused him, particularly as he could not 
help remembering that he first appeared to 
them beside the mysterious horseman who 
some one thought had been identified as one 
of the masks. But he was not a little piqued 
to find that the fair unknown appeared to 
participate in their feelings, and his first 
civility to her met with a chilling response. 
Even then, in the general disillusion of his 
romance regarding her, this would hava 
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been onlj a momentary annoyance; but it 
strangely revived all his previous suspicions, 
and set bim to thinking. Was the singular 
sagacity displayed by the orator in his search 
purely intuitive ? Could any one have dis- 
closed to him the secret of the passengers' 
hoards ? Was it possible for her while sit- 
ting alone in the coach to have communicated 
with the band ? Suddenly the remembrance 
flashed aecos. him of her opening tixe window 
for fresh air I She could have easily then 
dropped some signal. If this were so, 
and she really was the culprit, it was quite 
natural for her own safety that she should 
encourage the passengers in the absurd sus- 
picion of himself I His dying interest re- 
vived; a few moments ago he had half 
resolved to abandon his quest and turn back 
at Three Pines. Now he determined to 
follow her to the end. But he did not 
indulge in any further sophiefay regarding 
his duty ; yet, in a new sense of honor, he 
did not dream of retaliating upon her by 
c»„™.ni»d^ hi. .™pi»oi Jli. mJ, 
passengers. When the coach started again, 
he took his seat on the top, and remained 
there until they reached Jamestown in the 
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early evening. Here a number of Us de- 
spoiled companions were obliged to wait, to 
communicate with their friends. Happily, 
the exemption that had made them indignant 
enabled him to continue his journey with 
a full purse. But he was content with a 
modest surveillance of the lady from the top 
of the coach. 

On arriving at Stockton this surveillance 
became less easy. It was the terminus of 
the stage-route, and the divergence of others 
by boat and rail. If he were lucky enough 
to discover which one the lady took, his pres- 
ence now would be more marked, and might 
excite her suspicion. But here a circum- 
stance, which he also believed to be provi- 
dential, determmed him. Aa the luggage 
was being removed from the top of the coach, 
he overheard the agent tell the expressman 
to check the ^^ lady's " trunk to San Luis. 
Key was seized with an idea which seemed to 
solve the difficulty, although it involved a 
risk of losing the due entirely. There were 
two routes to San Luis, one was by stage, and 
direct, though slower ; the other by steam- 
boat and rail, via San Francisco. If he 
took the boat, there was less danger of her 
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disooyering liim, even if she ahose the same 
oonveyance ; if she took the direct stage, — 
and he trusted to a woman's avoidance of the 
hurry of change and transshipment for that 
choice, — he would still arrive at San Luis, 
via San Francisco, an hour before her. He 
resolved to take the boat ; a careftd scrutiny 
from a stateroom window of the arriving 
passengers on the gangplank satisfied him 
that she had preferred the stage. There 
was still the chance that in losing sight of 
her she might escape hun, but the risk 
seemed small. And a trifling circumstance 
had almost unconsciously influenced him — 
after his romantic and superstitious fashion 
— as to this final step. 

He had been singularly moved when he 
heard that San Luis was the lady's probable 
destination. It did not seem to bear any 
relation to the mountain wilderness and the 
wild life she had just quitted; it was ap- 
parently the most antipathic, incongruous, 
and inconsistent refuge she could have 
taken. It offered no opportunity for the 
disposal of booty, or for communication with 
the gang. It was less secure than a crowded 
town. An old Spanish mission and monas- 
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teiy college in a sleepj pastoral plain, — it 
had even retained its old-world flavor amidst 
American improvements and social revolu- 
tion. He knew it well. From the quaint 
college cloisters, where the only reposeful 
years of his adventurous youtii had been 
spent, to the long Alameda, or double ave- 
nues of ancient trees, which connected it 
with the convent of Santa Luisa, and some 
of his youthful ^^ devotions," — it had been 
the nursery of his romance. He was 
amused at what seemed to be the irony of 
fate, in now linking it with this f oUy of his 
maturer manhood ; and yet he was uneasily 
conscious of being more seriously affected 
by it. And it ^ with a greater anxiety 
than this adventure had ever yet cost him 
that he at last arrived at the San Jos^ hotel, 
and from a balcony corner awaited the com- 
ing of the coach. His heart beat rapidly 
as it approached. She was there ! But at 
her side, as she descended from the coach, 
was the mysterious horseman of the Sierra 
road. Key could not mistake the well-built 
figure, whatever doubt there had been about 
the features, which had been so carefully 
concealed. With the astonishment of this 
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redisooyeiy, there flashed across him aga' 
the f atefolness of the inspiration which had 
decided him not to go in the coach. His 
presence there would have no doubt warned 
the stranger, and so estopped this convincing 
denouement. It was quite possible that her 
companion, by relays of horses and the ad- 
vantage of bridle cut-offs, could have easily 
followed the Three Pine coach and joined 
her at Stockton. But for what purpose? 
The lady's trunk, whidi had not been dis- 
turbed during the first part of the journey, 
and had been forwarded at Stockton un- 
touched before Key's eyes, oould not have 
contained booty to be disposed of in this 
forgotten old town. 

The register of the hotel bore simply the 
name of *^Mrs. Barker," of Stockton, but 
no record of her companion, who seemed to 
have disappeared as mysteriously as he came. 
That she occupied a sitting-room on the same 
floor as his own — in which she was ap« 
parently secluded during the rest of the day 
— was all he knew. Nobody else seemed 
to know her. Key felt an odd hesitation, 
that might have been the result of some 
vague fear of implicating her prematurely. 
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in making any marked inquiiy, or imper* 
iling his secret by the bribed espionage 
of servants* Onoe when he was passing 
her door he heard the sounds of laughter, 
— albeit innocent and heart-free, — which 
seemed so inconsistent with the gravity of 
the situation and his own thoughts that he 
was strangely shocked. But he was still 
more disturbed by a later occurrence. In 
his watchfulness of the movements of his 
ndghbor he had been equally careful of his 
own, and had not only refrained from regis- 
tering his name, but had enjoined secrecy 
upon the landlord, whom he knew. Yet the 
next morning after his arrival, the porter 
not answering his bell promptly enough, he 
so far forgot himself as to walk to the stair- 
case, which was near the lady's room, and 
call to the emjdoyee over the balustrade. As 
he was still leaning over the railing, the 
faint creak of a door, and a singular mag- 
netic consciousness of being overlooked, 
caused him to turn slowly, but only in time 
to hear the rustle of a withdrawing skirt as 
the door was quickly closed. In an instant 
he felt the full force of his foolish heedless- 
ness, but it was too late. Had the mya- 
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terioQB fagitiye reoognized him? Perhaps 
not ; their eyes had not met, and his &oe 
had been turned away. 

He varied his espionage by subterfuges, 
which his knowledge of the old town made 
easy. He watched the door of the hotel, 
himself unseen, from the windows of a bil- 
liard saloon opposite, which he had fre- 
quented in former days. Yet he was sur- 
prised the same afternoon to see her, from 
his ooigne of vantage, reentering the hotel, 
where he was sure he had left her a few mo- 
ments ago. Had she gone out by some other 
exit, — or had she been disguised ? But on 
entering his room that evening he was con- 
founded by an incident that seemed to him 
as convincing of her identity as it was auda- 
cious. Lying on his pillow were a few dead 
leaves of an odorous mountain fern, known 
only to the Sierras. They were tied to- 
gether by a narrow blue ribbon, and had evi- 
dently been intended to attract his attention. 
As he took them in his hand, the distin- 
guishing subtle aroma of the little sylvan 
hollow in the hiUs came to him like a mem- 
ory and a revelation! He summoned the 
chambermaid; she knew nothing of them^ 
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or indeed of any one who had entered his 
room. He walked oautioQaly into the hall ; 
the lady's sitting-room door was open, the 
room was empty. ^ The ooeupant," said the 
chambermaid, *^had left that afternoon.*' 
He held the proof of her identity in his 
hand, but she herself had yanished ! That 
she had recognised him there was now no 
doubt : had she divined the real object of 
his quest, or had she accepted it as a mere 
sentimental gallantry at the moment when 
she knew it was hopeless, and she herself 
was perfectly safe from pursuit? In either 
event he had been duped. He did not know 
whether to be piqued, angry, — or rdieved of 
his irresolute quest. 

Nevertheless, he spent the rest of the twi- 
light and the early evening in fruitlessly 
wandering through the one long thorough- 
&ie of the town, until it merged into the 
bosky Alameda, or spacious grove, that con- 
nected it with Santa Luisa. By degrees his 
chagrin and disappointment were forgotten 
in the memories of the past, evoked by the 
familiar pathway. The moon was slowly 
riding overhead, and silvering the carriage- 
way between the straight ebony lines of 
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trees, wliile the f ootpatbs i?ere diapered with 
black and white checkers. The faint tink- 
ling of a tram-car bell in the distance ap- 
prised him of one of the few innovations of 
tlie past. The car was approaching him, 
overtook him, and was passing, with its 
faintly mununated windowB, when, glandng 
carelessly up, he beheld at one of them the 
profile of the face which he had just thought 
he had lost forever I 

He stopped for an instant, not in inde- 
cision this time, but in a grim resolution 
to let no chance escape him now. The car 
was going slowly ; it was eaery to board it 
now, but again the tinkle of the bell indi- 
cated that it was stopping at the comer of 
a road beyond. He cheeked his pace, — a 
lady alighted, — it was she ! She turned 
into the cross - street, darkened with the 
shadows of some low suburban tenement 
houses, and he boldly followed* He was 
fully determined to find out her secret, and 
even, if necessary, to accost her for that pur- 
pose. He was perfectly aware what he was 
doing, and all its risks and penalties; he 
knew the audacity of such an introduction, 
but he felt in his left-hand pocket for the 
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or indeed of any one who liad entered his 
room. He walked cautiously into the hall; 
the lady's sitting-room door was open, the 
room was empty. ^^ The occupant," said the 
chambermaid, ^^had left that afternoon." 
He held the proof of her identity in his 
hand, but she herself had vanished ! That 
she had recognized him there was now no 
doubt : had she divined the real object of 
his quest, or had she accepted it as a mere 
sentimental gallantry at the moment when 
she knew it was hopeless, and she herself 
was perfectly safe from pursuit? In either 
event he had been duped. He did not know 
whether to be piqued, angry, — or relieved of 
his irresolute quest. 

Nevertheless, he spent the rest of the twi- 
light and the early evening in fruitlessly 
wandering through the one long thorough- 
fare of the town, until it merged into tiie 
bosky Alameda, or spacious grove, that con- 
nected it with Santa Luisa. By degrees his 
chagrin and disappointment were forgotten 
in the memories of the past, evoked by the 
familiar pathway. The moon was slowly 
riding .LU^ dl™ri«g the o^ruj. 
way between the straight ebony lines of 
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trees, while the footpaths were diapered with 
black and white checkers. The faint tink* 
ling of a tram-car bell in the distance ap- 
prised him of one of the few innovations of 
the past The car was approaching him^ 
overtook him, and was passing, with its 
faintly illuminated windows, when, glancing 
carelessly up, he beheld at one of them the 
profile of the face which he had just thought 
he had lost forever I 

He stopped for an instant, not in inde- 
cision this time, but in a grim resolution 
to let no chance escape him now. The car 
was going slowly ; it was easy to board it 
now, but again the tinkle of the bell indi- 
cated that it was stopping at the comer of 
a road beyond. He checked his pace, — a 
lady alighted, — it was she ! She turned 
into the cross-street, darkened with the 
shadows of some low suburban tenement 
houses, and he boldly followed. He was 
fully determined to find out her secret, and 
even, if necessary, to accost her for that pur- 
pose. He was perfectly aware what he was 
doing, and all its risks and penalties; he 
knew the audacity of such an introduction^ 
but he felt in his left-hand pocket for the 
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sprig of fern wUdi wis an excose lor il; 
he kneir the danger of CoDawiiig a possifale 
eoofidanfte of desperadoes, but he felt in his 
xig^ift-hand pocket for the demnger that was 
eqnaltoiL Thej were both there ; he was 
xeadj* 

He was nearing the cmTent and the okU 
est and most ndnons part of ike town. He 
did not disgiuse from himself the glomny 
rignificanoe of this ; even in the old days the 
emmbling adobe buildings that abutted on 
the old garden wall of the oonvent were the 
haunts of lawless Mexicans and vagabond 
peons. As the roadway began to be rough 
and uneven, and the gaunt outlines of the 
sagging roofs of tiles stood out against the 
sky above the lurking shadows of ruined 
doorways, he was prepared for the worst 
As the crumbling but still massive walls of 
the oonvent garden loomed ahead, the tall, 
graceful, black-gowned figure he was fol- 
lowing presently turned into the shadow 
of the wall itself. He quickened his pace, 
lest it should again escape him. Sud- 
denly it stopped, and remained motionless. 
He stopped, too. At the same moment 
it vanished I 
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He ran qtdckly forward to where it had 
stood, and found himself before a large iron 
gate, with a smaller one in the centre, that 
had just clanged to on its rusty hinges. He 
rubbed his eyes I — the {dboe, the gate, the 
wall, were all strangely familiar ! Then he 
stepped back into the roadway, and looked 
at it again* He was not mistaken. 

He was standing before the porter's lodge 
ol the Convent of the Sacred Heart 



CHAFTEB v. 

Thx day foDowing the great stageooaoSi 
robbery loimd the patieiit proprietor cf 
ColliiiBon's Mill cahn and untroubled in bis 
usual secbuion. The news that bad thrilled 
the length and breadth of Galloper's Eidge 
had not touched the leafy banks of the 
dried-up river; the hue and cry had fol- 
lowed the stage-road, and no courier had 
deemed it worth his while to diverge as far 
as the rocky ridge which formed the only 
pathway to the mill. That day Collinson's 
solitude had been unbroken even by tbe 
haggard emigrant from the valley, with his 
old monotonous story of hardship and pri- 
vation. The birds had flown nearer to the 
old mill, as if emboldened by the unwonted 
quiet. That morning there had been the 
half human imprint of a bear's foot in the 
oose beside the mill-wheel; and coming 
home with his scant stock from the wood- 
land pasture, he had found a golden squirrel 
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— a beautiful, airy embodiment of the 
brown woods itself — calmly seated on his 
baivcounter, with a biscuit between its baby 
hands. He was full of his characteristic 
reveries and abstractions that afternoon; 
falling into them even at his wood-pile, 
leaning on his axe — so still that an emer- 
ald-throated lizard, who had slid upon the 
log, went to sleep under the forgotten stroke. 

But at nightfall the wind arose, — at first 
as a distant murmur along the hillside, that 
died away before it reached the rocly ledge ; 
then it rocked the tops of the tall redwoods 
behind the mill, but left the mill and the 
dried leaves that lay in the river-bed undis- 
turbed. Then the murmur was prolonged, 
until it became the continuous trouble of 
some far-off sea, and at last the wind pos- 
sessed the ledge itself; driving the smoke 
down the stumpy chimney of the mill, rat- 
tling the sun-warped shingles on the roof, 
stirring the inside rafters with cool breaths, 
and singing over the rough projections of 
the outside eaves. At nine o'clock he rolled 
himself up in his blankets before the fire, 
as was his wont, and fell asleep. 

It was past midnight when he was awak> 
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eMd by the ^— »^H<m^ datter of boaUen 
down tbe grade, the usual anmlatum (rf a 
wild roah from without that encompassed 
the whole mill, even to ihat heavy impact 
against the door, whidi he had heard once 
before. In this he recogniied merely the 
orclinaiy phenomena of his experience, and 
only tamed over to deep again. But this 
time the door ruddy fell in iipon him, and a 
figure strode over his prostrate body, with a 
gun leveled at his head. 

He sprang sideways for his own weapon, 
which stood by the hearth. In another 
second that action would have been his last, 
and the solitude of Seth CoUinson might 
have remained henceforward unbroken by 
any mortd. But the gun of the first figure 
vras knocked sharply upward by a second 
man, and the one and only shot fired that 
night sped harmlesdy to the roof. With 
tbe report he f dt his arms gripped tightly 
behind him; through the smoke he saw 
dimly that the room was filled with masked 
and armed men, and in another moment he 
was pinioned and thxust into his empty 
armchair. At a dgnd three of the men 
Isfk the room, and he could hear ihem 



m A HOLLOW OF THE HILLS. 113 

exploring the other rooms and ontiionseB. 
Then the two men who had been standing 
beside him fell back with a certain disd- 
plined precision, as a smooth-chinned man 
advanced from the open door. Going to 
the bar, he poured out a glass of whiskey, 
tossed it off deliberately, and, standing in 
front of Collinson, with his shoulder against 
the chimney and his hand resting lightly on 
his hip, cleared his throat. Had Collinson 
been an observant man, he would have no- 
ticed that the two men dropped their eyes 
and moved their feet with a half impatient, 
perfunctory air of waiting. Had he wit- 
nessed the stage-robbery, he would have rec- 
ognized in the smooth-faced man the presence 
of ^^ the orator.'' But he only gaaed at hiin 
with his dull, imperturbable jMitienoe. 

^^We r^;ret exceedingly to have to use 
force to a gentleman in his own house," 
began the orator blandly ; ^^ but we feel it 
our duly to prevent a repetition of the im- 
happy incident which occurred as we en- 
tered. We desire that you should answer 
a few questions, and are deeply grateful 
that you are still able to do so, — which 
seemed extremely improbable a moment or 
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two i^Ow" He pmood, ecNq^ed, and kaned 
bade agaJimt tibe c hi m ne y, ^How numj 
ne& liare joa here bendes ycmrsdE? '^ 

** NazT one,'' said CoUmsosi. 

Tbe iateerogator glaaeed at tiie odier 
men, wlio lud reintoed. Thej nodded 
fligmfteantly* 

•^Ooodl" he rammed. ^ Ton have told 
the troth — an ezoeDent habit, and osie that 
expedites bQrinefl& Now, is there a room 
in dus hoose with a door that kda ? Your 
front door does vlV^ 

•*No/' 

**No ceUar nor onthonse ? " 

**No." 

^ We regret that ; for it will compel ns, 
: nnch against onr wishes, to keep yon boond 
as yon are for the present. The matter is 
simply this: circmnstances of a very press- 
ing natmre oblige ns to occupy this house 
for a few days, — possibly for an indefinite 
period. We respect the sacred rites of 
hospitality too much to turn you out of it ; 
indeed, nothing could be more distasteful to 
our feelings than to have you, in your own 
person, spread such a disgraceful report 
through the chivalrous Sierras. We must 
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therefore keep you a dose prisoner, — open, 
howerer, to an offer. It is this: we pro- 
pose to give you five hundred dollars for 
this property as it stands, provided that you 
leave it, and accompany a pack-train which 
will start to-morrow morning for the lower 
valley as far as Thompson's Pass, binding 
yourself to quit the State for three months 
and keep this matter a secret. Three of 
these gentlemen will go with you. They 
will point out to you your duty ; their shot- 
guns will apprise you of any dereliction 
from it. What do you say ? " 

^^Who yer talking to?'' said CoUinson 
in a dull voice. 

** You remind us," said the orator suavely, 
**that we have not yet the pleasure of know- 
mg." 

** My name 's Seth Collinson." 

There was a dead silence in the room, and 
every eye was fixed upon the two men. 
The orator's smile slightly stiffened. 

^ Where from ? " he continued blandly. 

** MizzourL" 

^*A very good place to go back to, — 
through Thompson's Pass. But you have n't 
answered our proposaL" 
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^ I reckon I don't intend to sell this 
bouse, or leave it," said CoUinson simply. 

*^ I trust you will not make us regret the 
fortunate termination of your little accident, 
Mr. Collinson," said the orator with a sin- 
gular smile. ^ May I ask why you object 
to selling out ? Is it the figure ? " 

^^The bouse isn't mine," said Collinson 
deliberately. ^^I built this yer bouse for 
my wife wot I left in Mizzouri. It 's hers. 
I kalkilate to keep it, and live in it ontil she 
comes fur it ! And when I tell ye that she 
is dead, ye kin reckon just what chance ye 
have of ever gettin' it." 

There was an unmistakable start of sen- 
sation in the room, followed by a silence so 
profound that the moaning of the wind on 
the mountain-side was distinctly heard. A 
well-built man, with a mask that scarcely 
concealed his heavy mustachios, who had 
been standing with his back to the orator 
in half contemptuous patience, faced around 
suddenly and made a step forward as if to 
come between the questioner and questioned. 
A voice from the comer ejaculated, ^^By 
&— dl" 

^ Silence," said the orator sharply. Then 
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etill more harshly he tamed to the others : 
^* Pick him up, and stand him outside with 
a guard ; and then dear out, all of you ! " 

The prisoner was lifted up and carried 
out; the nxHU was instantly cleared; only 
the orator and the man who had stepped 
forward remained. Simultaneously they 
drew the masks from their faces, and stood 
looking at each other. The orator's face 
was smooth and corrupt; the full, sensual 
lips wrinkled at the comers with a sardonic 
humor; the man who confronted him ap- 
peared to be physically and even morally 
his superior, albeit gloomy and discon- 
fcented in expression. He cast a rapid 
glance around the room, to assure himself 
that they were alone ; and then, straighten- 
ing his eyebrows as he backed against the 
chimney, said : — 

'«D-d if I like this, ChiversI It's 
your affair ; but it 's mighty low-down work 
for a man I " 

** You might have made it easier if you 
hadn't knocked up Bryce's gun. That 
would have settled it, though no one guessed 
that the cur was her husband," said Chivera 
hotly. 



118 nr A HOLLOW of the hills. 

*^ If you want it aettled that way^ there 's 
still time," retomed the other with a slight 
sneer. ^^You're only to tell him that 
yon 're the man that ran away with his wife, 
and you'll have it out together, right on 
the ledge at twelve paces. The boys will 
see you through. In fiiot," he added, his 
sneer deepening, ^ I rather think it 's what 
th^ 're expecting." 

^* Thank you, Mr. Jack Biggs," said 
Chivers sardonically. <* I dare say it would 
be more convenient to some people, just 
before our booty is divided, if I were drilled 
through by a blundering shot from that 
hayseed; or it would seem right to your 
high-toned chivalry if a dead-shot as I am 
knocked over a man who may have never 
fired a revolver before ; but I don't exactly 
see it in that light, either as a man or as 
your equal partner. I don't think you 
quite understand me, my dear Jack. If 
you don't value the only man* who is iden- 
tified in all California as the leader of this 
gang (the man whose style and address 
has made it popular — yes, popular^ by 
O — dl — to every man, woman, and child 
who has heard of him ; whose sayings and 
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iloings are quoted by the new8pai)ers ; whom 
people run risks to see; who has got the 
sympathy of the crowd, so that judges hes- 
itate to issue warrants and constables to 
serve them), — if you don't see the use of 
such a man, /do. Why, there 's a column 
and a half in the ' Sacramento Union ' about 
our last job, calling me tiie / Claude Duval ' 
of the Sierras, and speaking of my courtesy 
to a lady 1 A lady I — his wife, by G — d I 
omr confederate! My dear Jack, you not 
only don't know business values, but, 'pon 
my soul, you don't seem to understand hu- 
morl Ha, ha!" 

For all his cynical levity, for all his af- 
fected exaggeration, there was the ring of 
an unmistakable and even pitiable ytoity in 
his voice, and a self-consciousness that suf- 
fused his broad cheeks and writhed his full 
mouth, but seemed to deepen the frown on 
Biggs's face. 

^^You know tibe woman hates it, and 
would bolt if she could, — even from you," 
said Biggs gloomily. '^ Think what she 
might do if she knew her husband were 
here. I tell you she holds our lives in the 
hollow of her hand." 
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^^ That's your fault, Mr. Jack Kiggg; 
you would bring your sister with her infer- 
nal convent innocence and simplicity into 
our hut in the hollow. She was meek 
enough before that. But this is sheer non- 
sense. I have no fear of her. The woman 
don't live who would go back on Godfrey 
Chivers — for a husband I Besides, she went 
off to see your sister at the conyent at Santa 
Clara as soon as she passed those bonds 
off on Charley to get rid of! Think of 
her travding with that d~-d fool lawyer all 
the way to Stockton, and his bonds (which 
we had put back in her bag) alongside of 
them all the time, and he telling her he was 
going to stop their payment, and giving her 
the letter to mail for him I — eh? Well, 
we '11 have time to get rid of her husband 
l>efore she gets back. If he don't go eaefy 
— weU" — 

«« None of that, Chivers, you understand^ 
once for all I " interrupted Riggs perempto- 
rily. '^ If you cannot see that your making 
away with that woman's husband would 
damn that boasted reputation you make so 
much of and set every man's hand against 
us, / do, and I .won't permit it. It 's a 
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rotten business enough, — our coming on 
liim as we liave ; and if this was n't the only 
God-forsaken place where we could divide 
our stuff without danger and get it away off 
the highroads, I 'd pull up stakes at once." 

^^Let her stay at the convent, then, and 
be d — d to her," said Chivers roughly. 
^^ She 'U be glad enough to be with your 
sister again ; and there 's no fear of her 
being touched there." 

^^But I want to put an end to that, too," 
returned Biggs sharply. ^^ I do not choose 
to have my sister any longer implicated 
with our confederate or your mistress. No 
more of that — you understand me ? " 

The two men had been standing side by 
side, leaning against the chinmey. Chivers 
now faced his companion, his full lips 
wreathed into an evU snule. 

^^I think I understand you, Mr. Jack 
Biggs, or — I beg your pardon — Bivers, 
or whatever your real name may be," he 
began slowly. <^ Sadie CoUinson, the mis- 
tress of Judge Godfrey Chivers, formerly of 
Kentucky, was good enough company for 
you the day you dropped down upon us in 
our little house in the hollow of Galloper's 
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Bidge. We were living quite an idyllic, 
pastoral life there, weren't we? — ahe and 
me; hidden from the oenaorioua eye of 
society and — Collinson, obeying only the 
Toioe of Nature and the little birds. It was 
a happy time," he went on with a grimly 
affected sigh, disregarding his companion's 
impatient gesture. *^ You were young then, 
waging your fight against sodely, and fresh 
— uncommonly fresh, I may say — from 
your first exploit. And a very stupid, 
dumsy, awkward exploit, too, Mr. Biggs, if 
you will pardon my freedom. You wanted 
money* and you had an ugly temper, and 
you had lost both to a gambler; so yon 
stopped the coach to rob him, and had to 
kill two men to get back your paltry thou- 
sand dollars, after frightening a whole 
coach-load of passengers, and letting Wells, 
Fargo, and Co.'s treasure-box with fifty 
thousand dollars in it slide. It was a stupid, 
a blundering, a cruel act, Mr. Biggs, and 
I think I told you so at the time. It was 
a waste of energy and material, and made 
you, not a hero, but a stupid outcast! I 
think I proved this to you, and showed you 
how it might have been done." 
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"Dry up on fliaC interrupted Kiggg 
impatiently. " You offered to become my 
partner, and you did." 

** Pardon me* Observe, my impetuous 
friend, tbat my contention is that you — 
you — poisoned our blameless Eden in the 
hollow ; that you were our serpent, and that 
this Sadie CoUinson, over whom you have 
become so fastidious, whom you knew as my 
mistress, was obliged to become our confed- 
erate. You did not object to her when we 
formed our gang, and her house became 
our hiding-place and refuge. You took 
advantage of her woman's wit and fine ad- 
dress in disposing of our booty ; you availed 
yourself, with the rest, of the secrets she 
gathered as my mistress, just as you were 
willing to profit by the superior address of 
her paramour — your humble servant — 
when your own face was known to the sher- 
iff, and your old methods pronoimced brutal 
and vulgar. Excuse me, but I must insist 
upon thiSf and that you dropped down upon 
me and Sadie Collinson exactly as you have 
dropped down here upon her husband." 

"Enough of this I" said Biggs angrily. 
^ I admit the woman is part and parcel of 
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ihe gang) and gets her share, — or yea get 
it for her,'' he added sneeringly ; «* but that 
does n't permit her to mix herself with my 
ffljuiW a£bii8." 

** Pardon me again," interrupted Chivers 
softly. *^ Your memory, my dear Riggs, is 
absurdly def ectiye. We knew that you had 
a young sister in the mountains, from whom 
you discreetly wished to oonoeal your real 
position. We respected, and I trust shall 
always respect, your noble reticence. But 
do you remember the night you were taking 
her to school at Santa Clara, — two nights 
before the fire, — when you were recognized 
on the road near Skinner's, and had to fly 
with her for your life, and brought her to 
us, — your two dear old friends, ^ Mr. and 
Mrs. Barker of Chicago,' who had a pas- 
toral home in the forest? You remember 
how we took her in, — yes, doubly took her 
in, — and kept your secret from her ? And 
do you remember how this woman (this 
mistress of mine and our confederate), while 
we were away, saved her from the fire on 
our only horse, caught the stag&<x>ach, and 
brought her to the convent? " 

Biggs walked towards the window, turned, 
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and ooming back, lield out his liand. <^ Tes, 
she did it; and I thanked her, as I thank 
you." He stopped and hesitated, as the 
other took his hand. ^^ But, blank it all, 
Chivers, don't you see that Alice is a young 
girl, and this woman is — you know what 
I mean. Somebody might recognize her, 
and that would be worse for Alice than even 
if it were known what Alice's brother was. 
G — dl if these two things were put to- 
gether, the girl would be ruined forever." 

^ Jaok," said Chiyers suddenly, ^ you want 
this woman out of the way. Well — dash 
it alll — she nearly separated us, and I'll 
be frank with you as between man and 
man. I '11 give her up I There are women 
enough in the world, and hang it, we're 
partners, after all ! " 

^^Then you abandon her?" said Biggs 
8k>wly, his eyes fixed on his companion. 

<< Yes. She 's getting a little too maun- 
dering lately. It will be a ticklish job to 
manage, for she knows too much ; but it will 
be done; There 's my hand on it." 

Biggs not onfy took no notice of the prof- 
fered hand, but his former look of discon* 
tent oame back with an ill-oonoealed addi- 
tion of loathing and contempt. 
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^* We '11 drop that now/' he said shortly; 
^^we'ye talked here alone long enough 
already. The men are waiting for us." He 
tamed on his heel into the inner roonu 
Chivers remained standing by the chimney 
until his stiffened smile gave way undor the 
working of his writhing lips ; then he 
turned to the bar, poured out and swallowed 
another glass of whiskey at a single golp^ 
and followed his partner with half-closed 
lids that scarcely veiled his ominous eyes. 

The men, with the exception of the s^iti- 
nels stationed on the rocky ledge and the 
one who was guarding the unfortunate Col- 
linson, were drinking and gambling away 
their perspective gains around a small pile 
of portmanteaus and saddlo-bags, heaped in 
the centre of the room. They contained the 
results of their last successes, but one pair 
of saddle-bags bore the mildewed appearance 
of having been cached^ or buried, some time 
before. Most of their treasure was in pack- 
ages of gold dust ; and from the conversation 
that ensued, it appeared that, owing to the 
difficulties of disposing of it in the moun- I 
tain towns, the plan was to convey it by 
ordinary pack mule to the unfrequented 



IN A HOLLOW OF THE HILLS. 127 

valley, and thence by an emigrant wagon, on 
the old emigrant trail, to the southern coun- 
ties, where it could be no longer traced. 
Since the recent robberies, the local express 
companies and bankers had refused to receive 
it, except the owners were known and identi- 
fied. There had been but one box of coin, 
which had already been speedily divided up 
among the band. Drafts, biUs, bonds, and 
valuable papers had been usually intrusted 
to one *^ Charley," who acted as a flying 
messenger to a corrupt broker in Sacramento, 
who played the role of the band's ^^ fence." 
It had been the duty of Chivers to control 
this delicate business, even as it had been his 
peculiar function to open all the letters and 
documents. This he had always lightened 
by characteristic levity and sarcastic com- 
ments on the private revelations of the con- 
tents. The rough, ill-spelt letter of the 
miner to his wife, inclosing a draft, or the 
more sentimental effusion of an emigrant 
swain to his sweetheart, with the gift of a 
^^ specimen," had always received due atten- 
tion at the hands of this elegant humorist. 
But the operation was conducted to-night 
with business severiiy and silence. The two 
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leaders sat opposite to each other, in what 
might have appeared to the rest of the band 
a scarcely veiled snrveillanoe of each other's 
actions. When the examination was con- 
cluded, and the more valuable indosures put 
aside, the despoiled letters were carried to 
the fire and heaped upon the coak. Pres- 
ently the chimney added its roar to the 
moaning of the distant hillside, a few sparks 
leaped up and died out in the midnight air, 
as if the pathos and sentiment of the un- 
conscious correspondents had exhaled with 
them. 

««That 's a d— d foolish thing to do,'' 
growled French Pete over his cards. 

*^Why ? " demanded Chivers sharply. 

*^Why? — why, it makes a flare in the 
sky that any scout can see, and a scent for 
him to follow." 

it We 're four miles from any traveled 
road," returned Chivers contemptuously, 
** and the man who could see that glare and 
smell that smoke would be on his way here 
already." 

*^ That reminds me that that chap you 've 
tied up — that Cdlinson — allows he wants 
to see you," continued French Pete. 
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'' To aee me/'' repeated Chivers. "You 
mean the Captain?'* 

*^I reckon he means yot^" returned 
Erench Pete ; '^ he said the man who talked 
10 pnrty." 

The men kK>ked at each other with a 
smile of anticipation, and put down their 
cards. Chivers walked towards the door; 
one or two rose to their feet as if to follow, 
but Biggs stopped them peremptorily. *^ Sit 
down," he said roughly; then, as Chirers 
passed him, he added to him in a lower tone, 
^ Bemember." 

Slightly squaring his shoulders and opeut 
ing his coat, to permit a rhetorical freedom, 
which did not, however, prevent him from 
keeping touch with the butt of his revolver, 
Chivers stepped into the open air. CoUin- 
son had been moved to the shelter of an 
overhang of the roof, probably more for the 
comfort of the guard, who sat cross-legged 
on the ground near him, than for his own. 
Dismissing tiie man with a gesture, Chivers 
atraightened himself before his captive. 

^^ We deeply regret that your unfortunate 
determination, my dear sir, has been the 
means of depriving m of the pleasure of 
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your company, and you of your absolute 
freedom ; but may we cherish the hope that 
your desire to see me may indicate some 
change in your opinion ? " 

By the light of the sentry's lantern left 
upon the ground, Chivers could see that Col- 
Unson's face wore a slightly troubled and 
even apologetic expression. 

*^ I 've bin thinkinV' said Collinson, rais- 
ing his eyes to his captor with a singularly 
new and shy admiration in them, **mebbee 
not so much of wot you said, ez how you said 
it, and it 's kinder bothered me, sittin' here, 
thati ab't bin actin' to you boys quite on 
the square. I Ve said to myself, ^ Collinson, 
thar ain't another house betwixt Bald Top 
and Skinner's whar them fellows kin get a 
bite or a drink to help themselves, and you 
ain't offered 'em neither. It ain't no matter 
who they are or how they came: whether 
they came crawling along the road from the 
valley, or dropped down upon you like them 
rocks from the grade ; yere they are, and 
it 's your duty, ez long ez you keep this yer 
house for your wife in trust, so to speak, for 
wanderers.' And I ain't forgettin' yer 
ginerel soft style and easy gait with me when 
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yoa kem beie. It am't every man as oonld 
walk into another man's house arter the 
owner of it had grabbed a gun, ez soflrspeak- 
in\ es oyerhx>kin', and ez perlite ea yoo. 
I 'Te acted mighty rong^ and low-down, and 
I know it. And I sent for yon to say that 
yon and yonr folks kin nse this house and 
all that 's in it es h>ng ea yon 're in trouble. 
I ' ye told yon why I oonld n't sell the house 
to ye, and why I oonldn't leave it. Bat ye 
kin nse it, and while ye 're here, and when 
yon go, Collinson don't tell nobody. I don't 
know what ye mean by ^binding myself' to 
keep yonr seeret; when Collinson says a 
thing he sticks to it, and when he passes his 
word with a man, or a man passes Ids word 
with him, it don't need no bit of paper." 

There was no doubt of its truth. In the 
grave, upraised eyes of his prisoner, Chivers 
saw the certainty that he oonld trust him, 
even fax more than he could trust any one 
within the house he had just quitted. But 
this very certainty, for all its assurance of 
safety to himself, fiUed him, not with re- 
morse, which might have been an evanes- 
cent emotion, but with a sudden alarming 
and terrible consciousness of being in the 
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presence of a hitherto unknown and immea. 
Burable power I He had no pity for the man 
who trusted him ; he had no ^ense of shame 
in taking advantage of it ; he even felt an 
intellectual superiority in this want of saga- 
city in his dupe ; but he still felt in some way 
defeated, insulted, shocked, and frightened* 
At first, like aU scoundrels, he had measured 
the man by himself ; was auspicious and pre- 
pared for rivalry ; but the grave truthfulness 
of CoUinson^s eyes left him helpless. He 
was terrified by this unknown factor. The 
right that contends and fights often stimulates 
its adversary; the right that yields leaves 
the victor vanquished. Chivers could even 
have killed Collinson in his vague discom- 
fiture, but he had a terrible consciousness 
that there was something behind him that he 
could not make way with. That was why 
this accomplished rascal felt his flaccid cheeks 
grow purple and his glib tongue trip before 
his captive. 

But Collinson, more occupied with his 
own shortcomings, took no note of this, and 
Chivers quickly recovered his wits, if not his 
former artificiality. *^A11 right," he said 
quickly, with a hurried glance at the door 
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behind him. ** Now that you think better 
of it, I '11 be frank with yon, and tell yon 
I 'm your friend. You understand, — your 
friend. Don't talk much to those men — 
don't give yourself away to them;" he 
laughed this time in absolute natural embar- 
rassment. *^ Don't talk about your wife, and 
this house, but just say you 'ye made the 
thing up with me, — with me, you know, 
and I '11 see you through." An idea, as yet 
vague, that he could turn CoUinson's un- 
expected docility to his own purposes, pos- 
sessed him even in his embarrassment, and 
he was still more strangely conscious of his 
inordinate Tanily gathering a fearful joy 
from CoUinson's evident admiration. It 
was heightened by his captive's next words. 
*^ Ef I wasn't tied I'd shake hands with 
ye on that. You 're the kind o' man, Mr. 
Chivers, that I cottoned to from the first. 
Ef this house was n't hersj I 'd a' bin tempted 
to cotton to yer offer, too, and mebbee made 
yer one myself, for it seems to me your 
style and mine would sorter jibe together. 
But I see you sabe what 's in my mind, and 
make allowance. We don't want no bit o' 
paper to shake hands on that. Your secret 
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and your folk's secret is mine, and I don'f 
blab that any more than I 'd blab to them 
wot you 've just told me." 

Under a sudden impulse, Chivers leaned 
forward, and, albeit with somewhat unsteady 
hands and an embarrassed will, untied the 
oords that held CoUinson in his chair. As 
the freed man stretched himself to his full 
height, he looked gravely down into the 
bleared eyes of his captor, and held out his 
strong right hand. Chivers took it. Whether 
there was some occult power in CoUinson's 
honest grasp, I know not ; but there sprang 
up in Chivers's agile mind the idea that a 
good way to get rid of Mrs. CoUinson was to 
put her in the way of her husband's finding 
her, and for an instant, in the contemplation 
of that idea, this supreme rascal absolutely 
felt an embarrassing glow of virtue. 



CHAPTER VL 

The astonishment of Preble Key on reo- 
ognmng the gateway into which the mys- 
terious lady had vanished was so great that 
he was at first inclined to belieye her entry 
there a mere trick of his fancy. That the 
confederate of a gang of robbers should be 
admitted to the austere recesses of the con- 
vent, with a celerity that bespoke familiar- 
ity, was incredible. He again glanced up 
and down the length of the shadowed but 
still visible wall. There was no one there. 
The wall itself contained no break or recess 
in which one could hide, and this was the 
only gateway. The opposite side of the 
street in the full moonlight stared emptily. 
No! Unless she were an illusion herself 
and his whole chase a dream, she mvst have 
entered here. 

But the chase was not hopeless. He had 
at least tracked her to a place where she 
oould be identified. It was not a hotel, 
which she could leave at any moment nn- 



o 
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observed. Though he oould not follow her 
and penetrate its seclusion now, he could 
later — thanks to his old associations with 
the padres of the contiguous college — gain 
an introduction to the Lady Superior on 
some pretext. She was safe there that 
night. He turned away with a feeling of 
reUef. The incongruity of her reti^at as- 
sumed a more favorable aspect to his hopes. 
He looked at the hallowed walls and the 
slumbering peacefulness of the gnarled old 
trees that hid the convent, and a gentle 
reminiscence of his youth stole over hinu 
It was not the first time that he had gazed 
wistfully upon that chaste refuge where, 
perhaps, the bright eyes that he had fol- 
lowed in the quaint school procession under 
the leafy Alameda in the afternoon, were 
at last closed in gentle slumber. There 
was the very grille through which the 
wicked Conchita — or, was it Dolores? — 
had shot her Parthian glance at the linger- 
ing student. And the man of thirty-five, 
prematurely gray and settled in fortune, 
smiled as he turned away, and forgot the 
adventuress of thirty who had brought him 
there. 
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The next morning he was np betimes 
and at the college of San Jos^. Father 
Cipriano, a trifle more snnffy and aged, 
remembered with delight his old pupiL 
Ah I it was trae, then, that be had become 
a mining president, and that was why his 
hair was gray; but he trusted that Don 
Preble had not forgot that this was not all 
of life, and that fortune brought great re- 
sponsibilities and cares. But what was this, 
ibea? He had thought of bringing out 
some of his relations from the States, and 
placing a niece in the conyent. That was 
good and wise. Ah, yes. For education 
in this new eonntiy, one must turn to the 
church. And he would see the Lady Su- 
perior? Ah I that was but the twist of 
one's finger and the lifting of a latch to a 
grave superintendent and a gray head like 
that. Of course, he had not forgotten the 
convent and the young se&oritas, nor the 
discipline and the suspended holidays. Ah I 
it was a special grace of our Lady that he. 
Father Cipriano, had not been worried into 
his grave by those foolish muchachas. Yet, 
when he had extinguished a snuf^ chucUe 
in his red bandana handkerchief, E^ 
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knew that he would aeoompany him to the 
oonyent that noon. 

It was with a slight stirring of shame 
over his elaborate pretext that he passed 
the gate of the Sacred Heart with the good 
father. But it is to be feared that he speed- 
ily forgot that in the unexpected informa- 
tion that it elicited. The Lady Superior 
was gracious, and even enthusiastic. Ah, 
yes, it was a growing oustcMn of the Ameri- 
can caballeros — who had no homes, nor 
yet time to create any — to bring their 
sisters, wards, and nieces Here, and — with 
a dove-like nde-glance towards Key — even 
the young seiioritas they wished to fit for 
their Christian brides! Unlike the oabal- 
lero, there were many business men so im- 
mersed in their affairs tihat they could not 
find time for a personal examination of the 
convent, — which was to be regretted, — but 
who, trusting to tiie reputation of the Sacred 
Heart and its good friends, simply sent the 
young lady there by some trusted female 
companion. Notably this was the case of 
the SeSor Eivers, — did Don Preble ever 
know him? — a great capitalist in the 
Sierras, whose sweet young sister, a naive, 
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ingenuous creature, was the pride of the 
convent. Of course, it was better that it 
was so. Discipline and seclusion had to be 
maintained. The young girl should look 
upon this as her home. The rules for vis- 
itors were necessarily severe. It was rare 
indeed — except in a case of urgency, such 
as happened last night — that even a lady, 
unless the parent of a scholar, was admitted 
to the hospitality of the convent. And this 
lady was only the friend of that same sister 
of the American capitalist,, although she was 
the one who had brought her there. No, 
she was not a relation. Perhaps Don Preble 
had heard of a Mrs. Barker, — the friend of 
Bivers of the Sierras. It was a queer com* 
bination of names. But what will you? 
The names of Americanos mean nothing* 
And Don Preble knows them not. Ah I 
possibly? — good! The lady would be 
remembered, being tall, dark, and of fine 
presence, though sad* A few hours earlier 
and Don Preble could have judged for him- 
self, for, as it were, she might have passed 
through this visitors' room. But die wat 
gone — departed by the coacL It was 
from a telegram — those heathen oontri* 
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Yunoes tihat blurt out things to yon, with 
never an excuse, nor a smile, nor a kiss of 
the hand I For her part, she never let her 
scholars receive them, but opened them 
herseU, and translated them in a Christian 
spirit, after due preparation, at her leisure. 
And it was this telegram that made the 
Se&ora Barker go, or, without doubt, she 
would have of herself told to the Don 
Preble, her compatriot of the Sierras, how 
good the convent was for his niece. 

Stung by the thought that this woman 
had again evaded him, and disconcerted 
and confused by the scarcely intelligible 
information he had acquired. Key could 
with difficulty maintain his composure. 
^ The caballero is tired if his long pctsear^^* 
said the Lady Superior gently. ^* We will 
have a glass of wine in the lodge waiting- 
room." She led the way from the reception 
room to the outer door, but stop})ed at the 
sound of approaching footsteps and rustling 
muslin along the gravel walk. *< The second 
class are going out," she said, as a gentle 
procession of white frocks, led by two nuns, 
£Qed before the gateway. '^We will wait 
until they have passed. But the seSor can 
see that my children do not look unhappy." 
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They certainly looked very oheerful, al- 
though they had halted before the gateway 
with a little of the demureness of young 
people who know they are overlooked by 
authority, and had bumped against each 
other with affected gravity. Somewhat 
ashamed of his useless deception, and the 
guileless simplicily of the good Lady Supe- 
rior, Key hesitated and began : ** I am afraid 
that I am really giving you too much 
trouble,'' and suddenly stopped. 

For as his voice broke the demure silence^ 
one of the nearest — a young girl of appar- 
ently seventeen — turned towards him with 
a quick and an apparentiiy irresiftible im- 
pulse, and as quickly tamed away again* 
But in that instant Key caught a g^in^ise of 
a isiee that might not onty have thrilled him 
in its beaniy, its freshness, but in some 
vague snggestiveneis* Yet it was not that 
widdi set Us pokes beating ; itwaa the look 
of joyous reeognitMni set m uie parted Ispa 
and j^wAling eyes, tiie f^iow oi eUldlik^ 
iiiii^ippi^^ nieasure tbat mantleo- uie swees 
jcuog fskotf die frank toototiciit ct suit 
wtttuw scansed sxiieefeaDC^ and jonasna^ -^^ 
^scs( HnUB icHiriFwi flv wPHnDHMk jDSMviif asv 
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held it stilL It was the( £aoe iliat he had 
seen in the hollow I 

The moyement of the young girl was too 
marked to escape the eye of the Lady Su- 
perior, though she had translated it differ- 
ently. ^^You must not believe our young 
ladies are all so rude, Don PreUe," she 
said dryly; *^ though our dear child has 
still BODOie of the mountain freedom. And 
this is the SeSor Biyers's sister. But possi« 
bly — who knows?" she said gently, yet 
with a sudden sharpness in her dear eyes, 
— - ^ perhaps she recognized in your voice a 
oompanion of her brother." 

Luckily for Key, the shook had be^i so 
sudden and overpowering that he showed 
none of the lesser symptoms of agitation or 
embarrassment. In this revelation of a 
secret, that he now instinctively felt was 
bound up with his own future happiness, he 
exhibited none of the signs of a discovered 
intriguer or unmasked Lothario. He said 
quietly and coldly: ^^I am afraid I have 
not the pleasure of knowing the young lady^ 
and certainly have never before addressed 
her." Yet he scarcely heard his compan- 
ion's voice, and answered mechanically, see- 
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ing only before him the vision of the girl's 
bewitching &oe, in its still more bewitch- 
ing oonsdonsness of his presence. With all 
that he now knew, or thought he knew, 
come a strange delicacy of asking further 
questions, a -vague fear of compromising Aer, 
a quick impatience of his present deception ; 
even his whole quest of her seemed now to 
be a profanation, for which he must ask 
her f orgiyeness. He longed to be alone to 
reeoyer himseU. Eyen the temptation to 
linger on some pretext, and wait for her 
return and another glance from her joyous 
eyes, was not as strong as his conyiction of 
tiie necessity of cooler thought and action. 
He had met his fate that morning, lor good 
or ill ; that was all he knew. Ab soon as 
he could decently retire, he thanked tiie 
Lady Superior, jmmiised to communicate 
with her later, and taking leaye of Fa- 
ther Cipriano, found himself again in the 
street. 

Who was she, what was she, and what 
meant her joyous recognition of him? It 
is to be feared that it was the last question 
that affected him most, now that he felt that 
he must haye really lorod her from the llist 
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Had she really seen him before, and had 
been as mysteriously impressed as he was? 
It was not the reflection of a concdted man, 
for Key had not that kind of vanity, and 
he had already touched the humility that is 
at the base of any genuine passion. But 
he would not think of that now. He had 
established the identity of the other woman, 
as being her companion in the house in the 
hollow on that erentful night; but it was 
her profile that he had seen at the window. 
The mysterious brother Rivers might have 
been one of the robbers, — perhaps the one 
who accompanied Mrs. Barker to San Jos6. 
But it was plain that the young girl had 
no complicity with the actions of the gang, 
whatever might have been her companion's 
confederation. In the prescience of a true 
lover, he knew that she must have been 
deceived and kept in utfcer ignorance of it. 
There was no look of it in her lovely, guile- 
less eyes; her very impulsiveness and in- 
genuousness would have long since betrayed 
the secret. Was it left for him, at this very 
outset of his passion, to be the one to tell 
her? Could he bear to see those frank, 
beautiful eyes dinuned with shame and sop- 
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TOW ? His own grew moist. Another idea 
began to Iiaont him. Would it not be wiser^ 
even more manly, for him — a man over 
twice her years — to leave her alone with 
her secret, and so pass out of her innocent 
young life as chancefully as he had entered 
it? But was it altogether chanceful ? Was 
there not in her innocent hapjnness in him 
a recognition of something in him better 
than he had dajred to think Umself ? It 
was the last conceit of the humility of love. 
He readied his hotel at last, nnresolvedf 
perplexed, yet singulaily hapi^* Thederk 
ii^fgui^ htm, in passmg, a busincis looMng 
Idtor, fonnalhr sddiTiicdj Widioiit opeii» 
11^ it, he toA it to his fmrn, and ttmnrinf 
ii iiif f ^tf fisdesify oil a diaiF by lJb# yfii d ffw 
Mgsisk tried to rirfnlf;- Snt tti# aliiioii^lwfii 
nf his iXMMn Msiir Mnaslkd. to Um libs SNTSr 

pillow; H^ Mt W9W wkh » tMU id»9|; 
it; mtmt kim be«i» &XMW i^, B^w 4id ^ 
eomsey jt Ump^? j^ v<9nj4 ii^ lfts^<9 inr 
fnMbed iit; to Ab^- ISeriwir^ TIm^ iMU» f«bPiMiefc 
hias SMNir las 4liiflfei tfi Ufe?i? y 4is jit fflftfiiMMJ iNUr 
MMibaibile* PeriftSiDS dUe liad jbecn iMse hfiri 
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times made that oonoession to a relative or 
weU-known friend. He reoalled the faet 
that he had seen Mrs. Barker enter the 
hotel alone, after the incident of the open- 
ing door, while he was leaning over the 
balustrade. It was she who was alone then^ 
and had recognized his voice ; and he had 
not known it. She was out again to-day 
with the prooession. A sudden idea struck 
him. He glanced quickly at the letter in 
his hand, and hurriedly opened it. It con- 
tained only three lines, in a large formal 
hand, but they sent the swift blood to his 
cheeks. 

** I heard your voice to-day for the third 
time. I want to hear it again. I will c<Hne 
at dusk. Do not go out until then." 

He sat stupefied. Was it madness, au- 
dacity, or a trick? He summoned the 
waiter. The letter had been left by a boy 
from the confectioner's shop in the next 
block. He remembered it of old, — a resort 
for the young ladies of the convent. Nothing 
was easier than conveying a letter in that 
way. He remembered with a shock of dis- 
illusion and disgust that it was a common 
device of silly but innocent assignation. 
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Was he to be the ridioolouB aooomplioe of a 
BchoolgirFs extravagant escapade, or the de» 
laded yietim of some infamous plot of her 
infamous companion ? He could not believe 
either ; yet he could not check a certain re- 
vulsion of feeling towards her, which only a 
moment ago he would have believed impos- 
sible. 

Yet whatever was her purpose, he must 
prevent her coming there at any hasaxd. 
Her visit would be the culmination of her 
folly, or the success of any plot. Even 
while he was fully conscious of the material 
effect of any scandal and exposure to her, 
even while he was incensed and disillusion- 
ised at her unexpected audacity, he was un- 
usually stirred with the conviction that she 
was wronging herself, and that more than 
ever she demanded his help and his coup 
sideration. Still she must not come. But 
how was he to prev^it her? It wanted but 
an hour of dusk. Even if he could again 
penetrate the convent on some pretext at 
diat inaccessible hour for visit<»«, — twi^ 
light, — how could he communicate with 
her ? He toi^t intercept her on the way, 
and persuade her to return ; but she muik 
be kept from entering the hoteL 
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He seized his liat and rushed downstairs. 
But here another difficulty beset him. It 
was easy enough to take the ordinary road 
to the convent, but would she follow that 
public one in what must be a surreptitious 
escape? And might she not have eluded 
the procession that morning, and even now 
be concealed somewhere, waiting for the 
darkness to make her visit. He concluded 
to patrol the block next to the hotel, yet 
near enough to intercept her before she 
reached it, until the hour came. The time 
passed slowly. He loitered before shop win- 
dows, or entered and made purchases, with 
his eye on the street. The figure of a pretty 
girl, — and there were many, — the flutter- 
ing ribbons on a distant hat, or the flashing 
of a cambric skirt around Uie comer sent a 
nervous thrill through him. The reflection 
of his grave, abstracted face against a shop 
window, or the announcement of the work- 
ings of his own mine on a bulletin board, in 
its incongruity with his present occupation, 
gave him an hysterical impulse to laugh. 
The shadows were already gathering, when 
he saw a slender, graceful figure disappear 
in the confectioner's shop on the Uodk 
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below. In his elaborate preoautions, he had 
overlooked that oommon trysting spot. He 
hurried thither, and entered. The object of 
his search was not there, and he was com- 
pelled to make a shamefaced, awkward sur* 
vej of the tables in an inner refreshment 
saloon to satisfy himself. Any one of the 
pretiy girls seated there might have been 
Hie one who had jnst entered, but none wa« 
the one he sought. He harried into the 
street again, — he had wasted a precious 
moment, — and resumed his watch* The 
sun had sunk, the Angelns had rung out oi 
a ehapel belfry, and shadows were darkm^ 
ing the Tista of the Alamedai> She had sot 
come* Ferhqw she had thoni^ better of 
it; perltt^ she had been prermted; per* 
haps the fdiole appaintanept had been oi^y a 
trick of some d^qrHKholafa, who were latijg^ 
ing at loam beUod soni^ window* In pm^ 
portion ae he beeane em^me^ that »b9 

A^mamm gfpgimnfg W Im iMttft, Md- # ffellM' 
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not coming as he had been at her expected 
arrivaL The porter met him hurriedly in 
the halL 

^Sister Seraphina of the Sacred Heart 
has been here, in a hurry to see you on a 
matter of importance/' he said, eyeing Key 
somewhat curiously. ^ She would not wait 
in the public parlor, as she said her business 
was confidential, so I have put her in a pri- 
vate sitting-room on your floor.'' 

Key felt the blood leave his cheeks. The 
secret was out for all his precaution. The 
Lady Superior had discovered the girl's 
flight, — or her attempt. One of the gov- 
erning sisterhood was here to arraign him 
for it, or at least prevent an open scandal. 
Yet he was resolved; and seizing this last 
straw, he hurriedly moimted the stairs, de- 
termined to do battle at any risk for the 
girl's safety, and to perjure himself to any 
extent. 

She was standing in the room by the win- 
dow. The light fell upon the coarse serge 
dress with its white facings, on the single 
girdle that scarcely defined the formless 
waist, on the huge crucifix that dangled un- 
gracefully almost to her knees, on the 
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hideous, wUte-winged ooif that, with the 
ooane bat d^use white veil, was itself a re- 
nunciation of all hnman vanity. It was a 
figure he remembered well as a boy, and 
even in his excitement and half resentment 
touched him now, as when a boy, with a 
sense of its pathetic isolation. His head 
bowed with boyish deference as she ap* 
preached gently, passed him a slight sahita> 
tion, and closed the door that he had for- 
gotten to shut behind him. 

Then, with a rapid movement, so quick 
that he could scarcely follow it, the coif, v^ 
rosary, and crucifix were swept off, and the 
young pupil of the convent stood before 
him. 

For all the sombre suggestiveness of her 
dii^uise and its ungraceful contour, there 
was no mistaking the adorable little head, 
tumbled all over with silky tendrils of hair 
from the hasty withdrawal of her coif, or 
the blue eyes that sparkled with frank de- 
light beneath them. Key thought her more 
beautiful than ever. Yet the very effect of 
her frankness and beauiy was to recall him 
to all the danger and incongruity of her 
position. 



\ 
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^^This 18 madness, ** he said qmddy. 
*^ You may be followed here and disooTeied 
in this oostnme at any moment I '' Never- 
iheless, he caught the two Utde hands that 
had been extended to him, and held them 
tightly, and with a frank familiarity that he 
would have wondered at an instant before. 

*^ But I won't, " she said simply. ^ Yon 
see I 'm doing a * half-retreat '; and I stay with 
Sister Seraphina in her room; and she always 
sleeps two hours after the Angelus ; and I 
got out without anybody knowing me, in her 
elothes. I see what it is," she said, suddenly 
bending a reproachful glance upon him, ^* yon 
don't like me in them. I know they 're just 
horrid ; but it was the only way I could get 
out" 

^^You don't understand me," he said 
eagerly. ^^I don't like you to run these 
dreadfol risks and dangers for" — He 
would hare said ^^for me, " but added with 
sudden humility — **for nothing. Had I 
dreamed that you cared to see me, I would 
have arranged it easily without this indiscre- 
tion, which might make others misjudge you. 
Every instant that you remain here — worse, 
every moment that you are away from the 
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ooaiyent in that di^gdae, is fraught with 
danger. I know you never thought of it/' 
«« But I did,'' 8he said quietly ; «« I thought 
of it, and thought that if Sister Seraphina 
woke up, and they sent for me, you would 
take me away with you to that dear little 
hollow in the hills, where I first heard your 
Yoioe. You remember it, don't you ? You 
were lost, I think, in the darkness, and I 
used to say to myself afterwards that / found 
you. That was the first time. Then the 
second time I heard you, was here in the halL 
Iwas alone in the other room, for Mrs. Barker 
had gone out. I did not know you were here, 
but I knew your voiee. And the third time 
was before the convent gate, and then I knew 
yonknewme. And after that I did n't tUnk 
of anydiing but coming to yon ; lor I knew 
Astt if I was foimd ont, yon would take me 
bade with yon^ and perhaps send word to my 
bfodi^ where we were, and tiien^ •— ^ She 
it o mied eaiieobrm witJi het eves fixed on 
Kqr's blank faeeu Her own grew blanks Ae 
joy Ceded out of her dear eyes, sbe gmHf 

wmalbega» to resaoae lMr4M|g«ise» 

^Listan to flMu^ asid Key naaui^anei^Biw^ 
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**I am thinlring only of ycu. I want to, and 
foittj save you from any blame, — blame you 
do not understand even now. There is still 
time. I will go back to the convent with yon 
at onoe. You shall tell me everything; I 
will tell you everything on the way/' 

She had already completely resumed her 
austere garb, and drew the veil across her 
face. With the putting on her coif she 
seemed to have extinguished all the joyous 
youthfulness of her spirit, and moved with 
the deliberateness of renunciation towards the 
door. They descended the staircase without 
a word. Those who saw them pass made 
way for them witii formal respect. 

When they were in the street, she said 
quietly, *^ Don't give me your arm — Sisters 
don't take it. " When they had reached the 
street comer, she turned it, saying, ** This is 
the shortest way." 

It was Key who was now restrained, awk- 
ward, and embarrassed. The fire of his 
spirit, the passion he had felt a moment be- 
fore, had gone out of him, as if she were really 
the character she had assumed. He said at 
last desperately : — 

** How long did you live in the hollow ?** 
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^^Qnly two days. My bxothw was bxing- 
hg me here to school, but in the stage ooaoh 
there was some one with whom he had 
quarreled, and he did n't want to meet him 
with me. So we got out at Skinner's, and 
came to the hollow, where his old friendsi 
Mr. and Mrs. Barker, lived." 

There was no hesitation nor affectation in 
her voice. Again he felt that he would as 
soon have doubted the words of the Sister 
she represented as her own. 

^And your brother — did you live with 
him?" 

^^ No. I was at school at MarysviUe until 
he took me away. I saw little of him for 
the past two years, for he had business in the 
mountains — very rough businesSt where ha 
couldn't take me, for it kept him away from 
the settlements for weeks, I think it bad 
something to do with catde, for he waa al* 
ways having a new horse. I was all alone 
before that, too ; I had no other relations ; I 
had no friends. We had always been mov* 
ing about so mndb, my brother and L I 
never saw any <«e that I liked, except you^ 
and until yesterday I had Mily heard you," 

Her nerfeet naivete alteraatslv AwILmI 
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lum with pain and doubt. In his awkward* 
neas and nneasiness he was brutal. 

** Yes, but you must have met somebody 
— other men — here eren, when you were 
out with your schoolfellows, or perhaps on 
an adventure like this.'' 

Her white coif turned towards him 
quickly. ^<I never wanted to know any- 
body else. I never cared to see anybody 
else. I never would have gone out in this 
way but for you," she said hurriedly. 
After a pause she added in a frightened 
tone : ** That did n't sound like your voice 
then. It did n't sound like it a moment ago 
either." 

^ But you are sure that you know my 
voice," he said, with affected gayeiy. ^' There 
were two others in the hollow with me that 
night." 

*^I know that, too. But I know even 
what you said. You reproved them for 
throMring a lighted match in the dry grass. 
You were thinking of tia then. I know it." 

** Of «« ? " said Key quickly. 

*' Of Mrs. Barker and myself. We were 
alone in the house, for my brother and her 
husband were both away. What you said 
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seemed to forewarn me, and I told her. So 
we were prepared when the fire came nearer, 
and we both escaped on the same horse." 

*^And yon dropped your shoes in your 
flight," said Key laughingly, ^^ and I picked 
them up the next day, when Icame to search 
for you. I have kept them still." 

**They were her shoes," said the girl 
quickly. ^*I couldn't find mine in our 
hurry, and hers were too large for me, and 
dropped off." She stopped, and with a faint 
return of her old gladness said, *^ Then you 
did come back ? I hnew you would." 

^^ I should have stayed ther^ but we got 
no reply when we shouted. Why was that ? " 
he demanded suddenly. 

*^0h, we were warned against speaking 
to any stranger, or even being seen by any 
one while we were alone," returned the girl 
simply. 

«« But why?" persisted Key. 

^ Oh, because there were so many high- 
waymen and horse-stealers in the woods. 
Why, they had stopped the coach only a few 
weeks before, and only a day or two ago, 
when Mrs. Barker came down. She saw 
them!" 
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Key with difficulty sappressed a groan. 
They walked on in silence for some moments, 
he scarcely daring to lift his eyes to the 
decorous little figure hastening by his side. 
Alternately touched by mistrust and pain, 
at last an infinite pity, not unmingled with a 
desperate resolution, took possession of him. 

*^ I must make a confession to you, Miss 
Biyers," he began with the bashful haste of 
a very boy, *^that is'' — he stammered 
withThihy»teriol«igh,-"tha*is_ 
a confession as if you were really a sister 
or a priest, you know — a sort of confidence 
to you — to your dress. I have seen you, 
or thought I saw you before. It was that 
which brought me here, that which made me 
follow Mrs. Barker — my only due to you 
— to the door of that convent. That night, 
in the hollow, I saw a profile at the lighted 
window, which I thought was yours." 

'* /never was near the window," said tibe 
young girl quickly. ^ It must have been 
Mrs. Barker." 

" I know that now," returned Key. *^ But 
remember, it was my only due to you. I 
mean," he added awkwardly, ^ it was the 
means of my finding you." 
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^* I don't see how it made joa diink of 
me, wliom joa never saw, to see another 
woman's profile," she retorted, wilii the 
faintest touch of aaperity in her childlike 
Yoioe. ^ Bat," she added, more genUy and 
with a relapse into her adoraUe nai'vetiy 
^ most people's profiles look alike." 

^ It was not that," protested Key, still 
aidcwardlj, *'it was only that I realised 
something — only a dream, perhaps." 

She did not reply, and they oontinued on 
in silence. The gray wall of the convent 
was already in sight. Key felt he had 
achieved nothing. Except for information 
that was hopeless, he had come to no nearer 
understanding of the beautiful girl beside 
him, and his future appeared as vague as 
before ; and, above all, he was conscious of 
an inferiority of character and purpose to 
this simple creature, who had obeyed him so 
submissively. Had he acted wisely ? Would 
it not have been better if he had followed 
her own frankness, and — 

^^ Then it was Mrs. Barker's profile that 
brought you here ? " resumed the voice be- 
neath the coif. ^^ You know she has gone 
back. I suppose you will follow ? " 
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^^ You will not understand me/* said Key 
desperately. ^' But," he added in a lower 
voice, ^' I shall remain here until you do/' 

He drew a little closer to her side. 

^^ Then you must not begin by walking so 
close to me," she said, moving slightly 
away; ^^they may see you from the gate. 
And you must not go with me beyond that 
comer. If I have been missed already they 
will suspect you." 

*' But how shall I know ? " he said, at- 
tempting to take her hand. ^* Let me walk 
past the gate. I cannot leave you in this 
uncertainiy." 

^* You will know soon enough," she said 
gravely, evading his hand. ** You must not 
go further now. Good-night." 

She had stopped at the comer of the walL 
He again held out his hand. Her little 
fingers slid coldly between his. 

** Good-night, Miss Rivers." 

*^ Stop I " she said suddenly, withdrawing 
her veil and lifting her dear eyes to his in 
the moonlight. ^ You must not say tluxt — 
it is n't the truth. I can't bear to hear it 
from your lips, in your voice. My name is 
not Bivers I " 
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"Not Bivers — why?" said Key, as- 
tounded. 

" Oh, I don't know why," she said half 
despairingly; "only my brother didn't 
want me to use my name and his heire, and 
Ipromised* Myname is * Riggs' — there! 
It's a secret — you mustn't tell it; but I 
ooold not bear to hear you say a lie." 

"GhxxUnight, Miss Biggs," said Key 
sadly. 

"No, nor that either," she said softly. 
« Say Alice." 

"Good-night, Alice." 

She moved on before him. She reached 
the gate. For a moment her figure, in its 
austere, formless garments, seemed to him to 
even stoop and bend forward in the humility 
of age and self-renunciation, and she vanished 
within as into a Uving tomb. 

Forgetting all precaution, he pressed 
eagerly forward, and stopped before the gate. 
There was no sound from within ; there had 
evidently been no challenge nor interrup- 
tion. She was safe. 



CHAPTBB Vn. 

The leappearance of Chiven in the nuS 
with CoUinson, and the brief annonnoemait 
that the prisoner had consented to a satis- 
factoiy compromise, were received at first 
with a half contemptuous smile by the party ; 
but for the commands of their leaders, and 
possibly a conviction that CoUinson's fatu- 
ous cooperation with Chivers would be safer 
than his wrath, which might not expend it- 
self only on Chivers, but imperil the safety 
of all, it is probable that they would have 
informed the unfortunate prisoner of his 
real relations to his captor. In these cir- 
cumstances, Chivers^s half satirical sugges- 
tion that CoUinson should be added to the 
sentries outside, and guard his own property, 
was surlily assented to by Kiggs, and com- 
placently accepted by the others. Chivers 
offered to post him himself, — not without 
an interchange of meaning glances with 
Biggs, — CoUinson's own gun was returned 
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to him, and ihe strangely assorted pair left 
the mill anucablj together. 

But however hnmanly confident Chivers 
was in his companion's fidthfulness, he was 
not without a rascal's precaution, and deter- 
mined to select a position for Collinson 
where he could do the least damage in any 
aberration of trust. At the top of the grade, 
above the mill, was the only trail by which a 
party in force could approach it. This was 
to Chivers obviously too strategic a position 
to intrust to his prisoner, and the sentry 
who guarded its approach, five hundred 
yards away, was left unchanged. But there 
was another ^ blind" trail, or cutoff, to the 
left, through the thickest undergrowth of the 
woods, known only to his party. To place 
Collinson there was to insure him perfect 
immunity from the approach of an enemy, 
as well as from any confidential advances of 
his fellow sentry. This done, he drew a 
cigar from his pocket, and handing it to 
Collinson, lighted another for himself, and 
leaning back comfortably against a large 
boulder, glanced complacently at his com- 
panion. 

*^ You may smoke until I go, Mr. Collins 
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fion, and even afterwards, if you keep the 
bowl of your pipe behind a rock, so as to be 
out of sight of your fellow sentry, whose ad- 
vances, by the way, if I were you, I should 
not encourage. Your position here, you see, 
is a rather peculiar one. You were saying, 
I think, that a lingering affection for your 
wife impelled you to keep this place for her, 
although you were convinced of her death ? " 

CoUinson's unaffected delight in Chivers's 
kindliness had made his eyes shine in the 
moonlight with a doglike wistfulness. '^ I 
reckon I did say that, Mr. Chivers," he said 
apologetically, *^ though it ain't goin' to in- 
terfere with you usin' the shanty jest now." 

*' I was n't alluding to that, CoUinson," 
returned Chivers, with a large rhetorical 
wave of the hand, and an equal enjoyment 
in Ms compaBion'8 evident admiratir of 
him, ^* but it struck me that your remark, 
nevertheless, implied some doubt of your 
wife's death, and I don't know but that your 
doubts are right." 

"Wot's that?" said Collinson, with a 
dull glow in his face. 

Chivers blew the smoke of his cigar lazily 
in the still air. ^^ Listen," he said. ^^ Since 



1 
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your miraeulous conversion a few moments 
ago, I have made some friendly inquiries 
about you, and I find that you lost all trace 
of your wife in Texas in '52, where a num- 
ber of her fellow emigrants died of yellow 
fever. Is that so?" 

^ Yes," said Collinson quickly. 

^*Well, it so happens that a friend of 
mine," continued Chivers slowly, ^^ was in a 
train which followed that one, and picked up 
and brought on some of the survivors." 

**That was the train wot brought the 
news," said Collinson, relapsing into his old 
patience. ^^ That's how I knowed she 
had n't come." 

** Did you ever hear the names of any ot 
its passengers? " said Chivers, with a keen 
glance at his companion. 

^* Nary one I I only got to know it was 
a small train of only two wagons, and it 
sorter melted into Calif omy through a 
southern pass, and kinder petered out, and 
no one ever heard of it agin, and that was 
alL" 

'' That was no^ all, Collinson," said Chi- 
vers laadly. *^/ saw the train arrive at 
South Pass. I was awaiting a friend and 
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his wife. There was a lady with them, one 
of the survivors. I did n't hear her name, 
but I think my friend's wife called her 
^ Sadie.' I remember her as a rather pretty 
woman — tall, ihir, with a straight nose and 
a full chin, and small slim feet. I saw her 
only a moment, for she was on her way to 
Los Angeles, and was, I believe, going to 
join her husband somewhere in the Sierras." 

The rascal had been enjoying with intense 
satisfaction the return of the dull glow in 
CioUinson's face, that even seemed to animate 
the whole length of his angular frame as it 
turned eagerly towards him. So he went on, 
experiencing a devilish zest in this descrip- 
tion of his mistress to her husband, apart 
from the pleasure of noting the slow awak- 
ening of this apathetic giant, with a sensa- 
tion akin to having warmed him into life. 
Yet his triumph was of short duration. The 
fire dropped suddenly out of CoUinson's 
eyes, the glow from his face, and the didl 
look of unwearied patience returned. 

*^ That 's all very kind and purty of yer, 
Mr. Chivers," he said gravely ; " you 've 
got all my wife's pints thar to a dot, and it 
seems to fit her jest like a shoe I picked up 
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t' other day. But it was n't my Sadie, for 
ef she 's living or had lived, she 'd bin just 
yerel" 

The same fear and recognition of some 
unknown reserve in this trustful man came 
over Chivers as before. In his angry re- 
sentment of it he would have liked to blurt 
out the infideliiy of the wife before her hufr- 
band, but he knew CoUinson would not be- 
lieve him, and he had another purpose now. 
His full lips twisted into a suave smile. 

*' While I would not give you false hopes, 
Mr. Collinson," he said, with a bland smile, 
^* my interest in you compels me to say that 
you may be over confident and wrong. 
There are a thousand things that may have 
prevented yonr ^e from Sming to yL, - 
illness, possibly the result of her exposure, 
poverty, misapprehension of your place of 
meeting, and, above all, perhaps some false 
report of your own death. Has it ever 
occurred to you that it is as possible for her 
to have been deceived in that way as for 
you?" 

^*Wot yersay?" said CoUinson, with a 
vague suspicion. 

^ What I mean. You think yourself jus- 
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tified in believing your wife dead, because 
she did not seek you here ; may she not feel 
herself equally justified in believing the same 
of you, because you had not sought her else- 
where ? " 

^^ But it was writ that she was oomin' yere, 
and — I boarded every train that come in 
that fall, " said CoUinson, with a new irri- 
tation, imlike his usual calm. 

^ Except one, my dear Collinson, — ex- 
cept one," returned Chivers, holding up a 
fat forefinger smilingly. ^^And that may 
be the due. Now, listen ! There is still a 
chance of following it, if you wilL The name 
of my friends were Mr. and Mrs. Barker. 
I regret," he added, with a perfunctory 
cough, *^ that poor Barker is dead. He was 
not such an exemplary husband as you are, 
my dear Collinson, and I fear was not all 
that Mrs. Barker could have wished ; enough 
that he succumbed from various excesses, and 
did not leave me Mrs. Barker's present ad- 
dress. But she has a young friend, a ward, 
living at the convent of Santa Luisa, whose 
name is Miss Rivers, who can put you in 
communication with her. Now, one thing 
more : 1 can understand your feelings, and 
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that you would wish at onoe to satisfy yom 
mind. It is not, perhaps, to my interest nor 
the interest of my party to advise you, but, " 
he continued, glancing around him, '«you 
have an admirably secluded position here, on 
the edge of the trail, and if you are missing 
from your post to-morrow morning, I shaU 
respect your feelings, trust to your honor 
to keep this secret, and — consider it useless 
to pursue you I " 

There was neither shame nor pity in his 
heart, as the deceived man turned towards 
him with tremulous eagerness, and grasped 
his hand in silent gratitude. But the old 
rage and fear returned, as Collinson said 
gravely : — 

««You kinder put a new life inter me, Mr. 
Chivers, and I wish I had yer giffc o' speech 
to tell ye so. But I 've passed my word to 
the CaptiDg thar and to the rest o' you folks 
that I 'd stand guard out yere, and I don't 
go back o' my word. I mout, and I mout n't 
find my Sadie ; but she would n't think the 
less o' me, arter these years o' waitin', ef 
I stayed here another night, to guard the 
house I keep in trust for her, and the stran* 
gen I 've took in on her account." 
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^ As yon like, then, " said Chivers, con- 
traoting Us lips, *^ but keep yonr own coun- 
sel to-night. There may be those who would 
like to deter you from your search. And 
now I will leave you alone in this delight- 
ful moonlight. I quite envy you your un- 
restricted communion with Nature. AdioSj 
amigoj adios ! " 

He leaped lightly on a large rock that 
overhung the edge of the grade, and waved 
his hand. 

^ I would n't do that, Mr. Chivers," said 
Collinson, with a concerned face ; ^^ them 
rocks are mighty ticklish, and that one in 
partiklar. A tech sometimes sends 'em 
scooting." 

Mr. Chivers leaped quiddy to the ground, 
turned, waved his hand again, and disap- 
peared down the grade. 

But Collinson was no longer alone. Hith- 
erto his characteristic reveries had been of 
the past, — reminiscences in which there was 
only recollection, no imagination, and very 
little hope. Under the spell of Chivers's 
words his fancy seemed to expand ; he began 
tothink of his mfe aa she^t be no^ 
perhaps ill, despairing, wandering hopelessly, 
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even ragged and footsore, or — believing him 
dead — relapsing into the resigned patience 
that had been his own; but always a new 
Sadie, whom he had never seen or known be- 
fore. A faint dread, the lightest of misgiv- 
i^ (p»h.ps «»«;.g fcJ hi. ™j i5. 
ranee), for the fibrst time touched his steadfast 
heart, and sent a chill through it. He shoul- 
dered his weapon, and walked briskly towards 
the edge of the thick-set woods. There were 
the fragrant essences of the laurel and 
spruce— baked in the long-day sunshine that 
had encompassed their recesses — still coming 
warm to his face ; .there were the strange 
shiftings of temperature throughout the 
openings, that alternately warmed and chilled 
him as he walked. It seemed so odd that 
he should now have to seek her instead 
of her coming to him; it would never be 
the same meeting to him, away from 
the house that he had built for her I He 
strolled back, and looked down upon it, nes- 
tling on the ledge. The white moonlight 
that lay upon it dulled the glitter of lights in 
its windows, but the soimds of laughter and 
singing came to even his unfastidious ears with 
a sense of vague discord. He walked back 
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again, and b^an to pace before the thick-flet 
wood. Suddenly lie stopped and listened. 

To any other ears but those accnstomed 
to mountain solitude it would have seemed 
nothing. But, familiar as he was with all 
the infinite disturbances of the woodland, 
and even the simulation of intrusion caused 
by a falling branch or lapsing pin&<xme, he 
was arrested now by a recurring sound, un- 
like any other. It was an occasional muffled 
beat — interrupted at uncertain intervals, 
but always returning in regular rhythm, 
whenever it was audible. He knew it was 
made by a cantering horse ; that the inter- 
vals were due to the patches of dead leaves 
in its course, and that the varying move- 
ment was the effect of its progress through 
obstacles and underbrush. It was there- 
fore coming through some ^* blind" cut-off 
in the thick-set wood. The shifting of the 
sound also showed that the rider was unf ar 
miHax with the locality, and sometimes wan- 
dered from the direct course ; but the imf ail- 
ing and accelerating persistency of the sound, 
in spite of these difficulties, indicated haste 
and determination. 

He swung his gun from hb shoulder. 
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and examined its caps. As tiie soimd came 
nearer, he drew np beside a young spruce 
at the entrance of the thicket. There was 
no necessity to alarm the house, or call the 
other sentry. It was a single horse and rider, 
and he was equal to that. He waited quietly, 
and with his usual &teful patience. Even 
then his thoughts still reverted to his wife ; 
imd it was wi<^ a singukr fediBg that he, at 
last, saw the thick underbrush give way before 
a woman, mounted on a sweating but still 
spirited horse, who swept out into the open. 
Nevertheless, he stopped in front of her, and 
called: — 

«'Holdnpthar!" 

The horse recoiled, nearly unseating her. 
Collinson caught the reins. She lifted her 
whip mechanically, yet remained holding it 
in the air, trembling, until she slipped, half 
struggling, half helplessly, from the saddle 
to the ground. Here she would have again 
fidlen, but Collinson caught her sharply by 
the waist. At his touch she started and ut- 
tered a frightened ^ Nol " At her voice 
Collinson started. 

^ Sadie ! " he gasped. 

««Seth! " she half whispered. 
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They stood looking at each other. But 
Collinson was ahready himself again. The 
man of simple directness and no imaginar 
tion saw only his wife before him — a little 
breathless, a little flurried, a little dishev- 
eled from rapid riding, as he had sometimes 
seen her before, but otherwise unchanged. 
Nor had he changed ; he took her up where 
he had left her years ago. His grave face 
only broadened into a smile, as he held both 
her hands in his. 

"Yes, it's me — Lordyl Why, I was 
comin' only to-morrow to find ye, Sade I " 

She ghmced hurriedly around her. "To 
— to find me," she said incredulously. 

" Sartain ! That ez, I was goin' to ask 
about ye, — goin' to ask about ye at the con- 
vent." 

"At the convent?" she echoed with a 
frightened a^na^ement. 

" Yes, why, Lordy ! Sade — don't you see ? 
You thought I was dead, and I thought you 
was dead, — that 's what 's the matter. But 
I never reckoned that you 'd think me dead 
until Chivers allowed that it must be so." 

Her face whitened in the moonlight. 
•« Chivers ? " she said blankly. 
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^ In ocNine; hak naU^niBjjim don't know 
Idnif honey. He only aaw yon onc't. Bat 
it wa0 along o' diat» Sade, that he told me 
he ledomed yoa waan^t dead, and told me 
hoir to find yoo* Hie waa mighly kind and 
cooaamed about it, and he even allowed I'd 
hotter alip off to yon thia Terj night. ' 

** ChiTen," ahe repeated, gaaing at her 
hnahand with bloodleaa lipa. 

^Yea,anawfolparCj-epokennian« Yell 
ha.Te to get to know him, Sade. He 'a here 
with acnne of hia f olka aa lies got inter tion- 
Ue — I'mforgettin'toteQye. Yonaee" — 

** Yea, yea, yea ! " ahe interropted hyateiv 
ically; •'and thia ia the Mill?" 

^Yea, loTey, the Mill — my mill — your 
mill — the honae I Iniilt for yon, dear. I 'd 
ahow it to yon now, but yon aee, Bade, 
I'm oat here atandin' goaid." 

^ Are you one of them ? " ahe aaid, 
dotching hia hand deaperatdy. 

^No, dear," he aaid aoothingly, — *^ no ; 
only, yon aee, I giv* my word to 'em aa I 
giv' my house to-night, and I 'm bound to 
protect fliem and aee 'em throogh. Why, 
Lordyl Sade, you'd have done the aame 
— far Ghivera." 
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^* Yes, yes," ahe said, beating her Iiands 
together strangelj, *^<xf course. He was so 
kind to bring me back to yon. And you 
might have never found me bnt for him*" 

She burst into an hysterical laugh, which 
the simple-minded man might have over- 
looked but for the tears that coursed down 
her bloodless face. 

*^ What 's gone o' ye, Sadie," he said in a 
sudden fear, grasping her hands; ^^ihat 
laugh ain't your'n — that voice ain't your'n. 
You're the old Sadie, ain't ye?" He 
stopped. For a moment his face bhmched 
as he ghmced towards the mill, from which 
the faint sound of bacchanalian voices came 
to his quick ear. '^ Sadie, dear, ye ain't 
thinkin' anything agin' me? Ye ain't al- 
lowin' I 'm keeping anythin' back from ye ? " 

Her face stiffened into rigidity; she 
dashed the tears from her eyes. ^ No," she 
said quickly. Then after a moment she 
added, with a faint laugh, ^^You see we 
have n't seen each other for so long — it 's 
all so sudden — so imezpected." 

^^ But you kem here, just now, cattdlatin' 
to find me? " said CoUinson gravely. 

^' Yes, yes," she said quickly, still graq;^ 
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ing both his hands, but with her head 
slightly tamed in the direction of the milL 

^ Bnt who told ye where to find the mill ? '* 
he said, with gentle patience. 

^A friend," she said hurriedly. ^Per- 
haps," she added, with a sing^ular smile, ^* a 
friend of the friend who told you." 

^ I see," said CoUinson, with a relieved 
fiice and a broadening smile, ^ it 's a sort of 
fairy story. 1 11 bet, now, it was that old 
Barker woman that Chivers knows." 

Her teeth gleamed rigidly together in the 
moonlight, like a deathVhead. ^^ Yes," she 
said dryly, ^ it was that old Barker woman* 
Say, Seth," she continued, moistening her 
lips slowly, ^you're guarding this place 
akme?" 

'^Thar's another feller up the trail, — a 
sentry, — but don't you be afeard^ he can't 
hear us, Sade." 

««Qn this side of themiU?" 

««YesI Why, Lord love ye, Sadie! 
f* odier side o' the mill it drops down straight 
to the valley ; nobody comes yer that way 
but poor low-down emigrants. And it's 
miles round to come by the yalley from the 
summit." 
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^^Yon didn't hear your friend Chivers 
say that the sheriff was out with his posse 
to-night hunting them?" 

"No. Did you?" 

"I thmk I heard something of that kind 
at Skinner's, but it may have been only a 
warning to me, traveUng alone." 

" Thet 's so," said CoUinson, with a ten- 
der solicitude, " but none o' these yer road- 
agents would have teched a woman. And 
this yer Chivers ain't the man to insult one, 
either." 

" No," she said, with a return of her hys- 
teric laugh. But it was overlooked by Gol- 
linson, who was taking his gun from beside 
the tree where he had placed it. " Where 
are you going ? " she said suddenly. 

"I reckon them fellers ought to be 
warned o' what you heard. I'll be back 
in a minit." 

" And you 're going to leave me now — 
when — when we've only just met after 
these years," she said, with a isint attempt 
at a smile, which, however, did not reach 
the cold glitter of her eyes. 

" Just for a little, honey. Besides, don't 
you see, I 've got to get excused ; for we 'U 
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have to go off to Skmner's or somewbere^ 
Sadie, for we can't stay in thar along o* 
them/' 

*' So you and yonr wife are tamed out of 
your home to please Chiv^rs," she said, still 
smiling. 

^^ That 's whar you slip up, Sadie," said 
Collinson, with a troubled face; *^ for he 's 
that kind of a man thet if I jest as much 
as hinted you was here, he 'd turn 'em all 
out o' the house for a lady. Thet 's why I 
don't propose to let on anything about you 
till to-morrow." 

^ To-morrow will do," she said, still smil- 
ing, but with a singular abstraction in her 
face. *^ Pray don't disturb them now. You 
say there is another sentinel beyond. He is 
enough to warn them of any approach from 
the traiL I'm tired and ill — very ill I 
Sit by me here, Seth, and wait I We can 
wait here together — we have waited so 
long, Seth, — and the end has come now." 

She suddenly lapsed against the tree, and 
slipped in a sitting posture to the ground. 
Collinson cast himself at her side, and put 
his arm round her. 

** Wot 's gone o' ye, Sade? You 're cold 
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and sick. Listen. Yonr boss is jnst oYer 
ihar f eedin\ I 'U put you back on him, run 
in and tell 'em I 'm off, and be with ye in a 
jiffy, and take ye back to Skinner's." 

** Wait, " she said softly. " Wait." 

^Or to the Silver Hollow — it's not so 
far." 

She had caught his hands again, her rigid 
foce close to his. ^^WhathoUow? — speaki" 
she said breathlessly. 

^^ The hollow whar a friend o' mine struck 
silver. He '11 take yur in." 

Her head sank against his shoulder. 
^^Let me stay here," she answered, ^'and 
wait." 

He supported her tenderly, feeling the 
gentle brushing of her hair against his cheek 
as in the old days. He was content to wait, 
holding her thus. They were very silent ; 
her eyes half dosed, as if in exhaustion, yet 
with the strange suggestion of listening in 
the vacant pupils. 

^^ Ye ain't hearin' anythin', deary ? " he 
said, with a troubled face. 

" No ; but everything is so deathly still," 
she said in a frightened whisper. 

It certainly was very stiU. A singular Iiush 
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jeemed to liave did oyer the landscape ; there 
was no longer any sound from the mill ; there 
was an ominous rest in the woodland, so per^ 
feot that the tiny rustle of an uneasy wing 
in the tree above them had made them start ; 
even the moonlight seemed to hang sus- 
pended in the air. 

«« It 's like the lull before the storm/' she 
said with her strange laugh. 

But the non-imaginative CoUinson was 
more praoticaL ^^It's mighty like that 
earthquake weather before the big shake 
thet dried up the river and stopped the milL 
That was just the time I got the news o' your 
bein' dead with yellow fever. Lord I honey, 
I alius allowed to myself thet sathin' was 
happenin' to ye then.'' 

She did not reply; but he, holding her 
figure closer to him^ felt it trembling with a 
nervous erpectation. Suddenly she threw 
him off, and rose to her feet widi a cry* 
^Tbere I '' she sereamed frantically, ^they've 
come I they 've ecme I ^ 

A rabbit had ran oat into the mofmH^A 
before them, a gray lax had dashed from the 
flueket into the wood, btii neihing else« 

^Who'seome?'' said C<Aiiison, starmg 
$A her* 
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**The fiiheriff and his posset They're 
sarrounding them now. Don't you hear?" 
she gasped. 

There was a strange rattling in the direo- 
tion of the mill, a dull rumble, with wild 
shouts and outcries, and the trampling of 
feet on its wooden platform. Collinson 
staggered to his feet ; but at the same mo- 
ment he was thrown idolently against his 
wife, and they both dung helplessly to the 
tree, with their eyes turned toward the ledge. 
There was a dense cloud of dust and haae 
hanging over it. 

She uttered another cry, and ran swiftly 
towards the rocky grade. Collinson ran 
quickly after her, but as she reached the 
grade he suddenly shouted, with an awful 
revelation in his voice, ^*Come back I 
Stop, Sadie, for God*s sake I " But it was 
too late. She had already disappeared; and 
as he reached the rock on which Chivers had 
leaped, he felt it give way beneath him. 

But there was no sound, only a rush of 
wind from the valley below. Everything 
lapsed again into its awful stillness. As the 
doud lifted from where the mill had stood, 
ihe moon shone only upon empty space. 
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There wbs a wngnlar mmmiiiiiig and wliis* 
pering from the woods beyond that increased 
in8oand,and an hour later the dry bed of the 
old mill-stream was filled with a rushing liver* 



CHAPTER Vra. 

Pbeble Ejet returned to Iiis hotel from 
the convent, it is to be feared, with very 
little of that righteous satisfaction which is 
supposed to follow the performance of a 
good deed. He was by no means certain 
that what he had done was best for the 
young girL He had only shown himself to 
her as a worldly monitor of dangers, of 
which her innocence was providentially un- 
conscious. In his feverish haste to avert a 
scandal, he had no chance to explain his real 
feelings ; he had, perhaps, even exposed her 
thwarted impulses to equally naive but more 
dangerous expression, which he might not 
have the opportunity to check. He tossed 
wakef ully that night upon his pillow, tor- 
mented with alternate visions of her ador- 
able presence at the hotel, and her bowed, 
renunciating figure as she reentered the 
convent gate. He waited expectantly the 
next day for the message she had promised. 
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and which he hdieved she would find Bome 
way to' send. Bat no message was forth- 
coming* The day {Missed, and he became 
alanned. The fear that her escapade had 
been discoTered again seised him. If she 
were in dose restraint, sheconld neither send 
to him, nor oonld he convey to her the so- 
licitude and sympathy that filled his heart. 
In her childish frankness she might have 
confessed the whole troth, and this would 
not only shut the doors of the conyent 
against him, under his former pretext, but 
compromise her still more if he boldly 
called. He waylaid the afternoon proces- 
sion ; she was not among them. Utterly 
despairing, the wildest plans for seeing her 
passed through his brain, — plans that re- 
called his hot-headed youth, and a few 
moments later made him smile at his ez- 
travagance, even while it half frightened him 
at the realiiy of his passion. He reached 
the hotel heart-sick and desperate. The 
porter met him on the steps. It was with a 
thrill that sent the blood leaping to his 
cheeks that he heard the man say: — 

** Sister Seraphina is waiting for you in 
the sitting-room." 
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There was no thought of disoovexy or 
Boandal in Preble Key's mind now ; no doubt 
or hesitation as to what he would do, as he 
sprang up the staircase. He only knew 
that he had found her again, and was 
happy ! He burst into the room, but this 
time remembered to shut the door behind 
him. He looked eagerly towards the win- 
dow where she had stood the day before, 
but now she rose quickly from the sofa in 
the comer, where she had been seated, and 
the missal she had been reading rolled from 
her lap to the floor. He ran towards her to 
pick it up. Her name — the name she had 
told him to call her — was passionately 
trembling on his lips, when she slowly put 
her veil aside, and displayed a pale, kindly, 
middle-aged face, slightly marked by old 
scars of smallpox* It was not Alice; it 
was the real Sister Seraphina who stood 
before him. 

His first revulsicm of bitter disappoint- 
ment was so quickly followed by a realiza- 
tion that all had been discoTcred, and his 
sacrifice of yesterday had gone for naught, 
that he stood before her, stammering, but 
without the power to say a word. Luckily 
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for him, his utter embarrassment seemed to 
reassure her, and to cahn that timidity 
which his brusque man-like irruption might 
well produce in the inexperienced, contem- 
plative mind of the recluse. Her voice was 
very sweet, albeit sad, as she said gently : — 

** I am afraid I have taken you by sur- 
prise ; but there was no time to arrange for 
a meeting, and the Lady Superior thought 
that I, who knew all the facts, had better 
see you confidentially. Father Cipriano 
gave us your address.'^ 

Amazed and wondering. Key bowed her 
to a seat. 

^^ You will remember," she went on softly, 
'^ that the Lady Superior failed to get any 
information from you regarding the brother 
of one of our dear chfldren, whom he com- 
mitted to our charge through a — a com- 
panion or acquaintance — a Mrs. Barker. 
As she WSA armed with his authority by 
letter, we accepted the dear child through 
her, permitted her as his representative to 
have free access to his sister, and even 
allowed her, as an unattended woman, to 
pass the night at the convent. We were 
therefore surprised this morning to receive a 
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letter from him, abaolutdy forbidding any 
farther intercourse, correspondence, or asso- 
ciation of his sister with this companion, 
Mrs. Barker. It was necessary to inform 
the dear child of Ais at once, as she was on 
the point of writing to this woman ; bnt we 
were pained and shocked at her reception of 
her brother's wishes. I ought to say, in 
justice to the dear child, that while she is 
usually docile, intelligent, and tractaUe to 
discipline, and a devote in her religious 
feelings, she is singularly impulsiye. But 
we were not prepared for the rash and 
sudden step she has taken. At noon to-day 
she escaped from the convent ! " 

Key, who had been following her with re- 
lief, sprang to his feet at this unexpected 
culmination. 

^^ Escaped I " he said. ** Impossible I I 
mean," he added, hurriedly recalling him- 
self, **your rules, your discipline, your at- 
tendants are so perfect." 

*^ The poor impulsive creature has added 
sacrilege to her madness — a sacrilege we 
are willing to believe she did not under- 
stand, for she escaped in a religious habit — 
my own." 
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^ But this would sufficiently identify her/' 
he said, controlling himself with an effort. 

** Alas, not so I There arc many of us 
who go abroad on our missions in these gar- 
ments, and they are made all alike, so as to 
divert rather than attract attention to any 
individuality. We have sent private mes- 
sengers in all directions, and sought her 
everywhere, but without success. You will 
understand that we wish to avoid scandal, 
which a more public inquiry would create." 

^ And you come to me," said Key, with a 
return of his first suspicion, in spite of his 
eagerness to cut short the interview and be 
free to act, — ^^to me, almost a stranger ?" 

^^ Not a stranger, Mr. Key," returned the 
rdigieuse gently, ^^but to a well-known 
man — a man of affairs in the country where 
this unhappy child's brother lives — a friend 
who seems to be sent by Heaven to find out 
this brother for us, and speed this news to 
him. We come to the old pupil of Father 
Cipriano, a friend of the Holy Church ; to 
the kindly gentleman who knows what it is 
to have dear relations of his own, and who 
only yesterday was seeking the convent 
to" — 
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M Enough I '' intenupted Key hnrriedlj, 
with a alight color. ^ I will go at once. I 
do not know this man, but I will do my best 
tofindhim. Andthis — this — younggirl? 
Ton say yon have no trace of her ? May she 
not still be here? I should have some due 
by which to seek her — I mean that I could 
give to her brother.** 

^^ Alas I we fear she is abeady far away 
from here. If she went at once to San Luis^ 
she could have easily taken a train to San 
Francisco before we discovered her flight. 
We beUeve that it was the poor child's in- 
tent to join her brother, so as to intercede 
for her friend — or, perhaps, alas! to seek 
her." 

(^And this friend left yesterday morn- 
ing?" he said quickly, yet concealing a feel- 
ing of relief. ^< Well, you may depend on 
me I And now, as there is no time to be 
lost, I will make my arrangements to take 
the next train." He held out his hand, 
paused, and said in almost boyish embar* 
rassment : ^^ Bid me God speed. Sister Sera- 
phinal" 

*<May the Holy Virgin aid you," she 
said gently. Yet, as she passed out of the 
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door, with a grateful smile, a characteristio 
reaction came over Kej. His romantic be- 
lief in the interposition of Providence was 
not without a tendency to apply the ordinary 
rules of human evidence to such phenomena. 
Sister Seraphina's application to him seemed 
little short of miraculous interference ; but 
what if it were only a trick to get rid of 
him, while the girl, whose escapade had 
been discovered, was either under restraint 
in the convent, or hiding in Santa Luisa? 
Yet this did not prevent him from mechani- 
cally continuing his arrangements for depar- 
ture. When they were completed, and he 
had barely time to get to the station at San 
Luis, he again lingered in vague expectation 
of some determining event. 

The appearance of a servant with a tele- 
graphic message at this moment seemed to 
be an answer to this instinctive feeling. He 
tore it open hastily. But it was only a 
single line from his foreman at the mine, 
which had been repeated to him from the 
company's office in San Francisco. It read, 
^ Come at once — important.'' 

Disappointed as it left him, it determined 
action; and as the train steamed out of 



19i m A HOLLOW OF THE HILLS, 

San Luis, it for a wMle diverted Ms attenh 
tion from the object of his pursuit. In any 
event, his destination would have been Skin- 
ner's or the Hollow, as the point from which 
to begin his search. He believed with Sister 
Seraphina that the young girl would make 
her direct appeal to her brother ; but even 
if she sought Mrs. Barker, it would still be 
at some of the haunts of the gang. The let- 
ter to the Lady Superior had been post- 
marked from ^^ Bald Top," which Key knew 
to be an obscure settlement less frequented 
than Skinner's. Even then it was hardly 
possible that the chief of the road agents 
would present himself at the post-ofiEice, and 
it had probably been left by some less known 
of the gscns* A vainie idea, that was 
hardly a^ioion, flJthe girl might have 
a secret address of her brother's, without 
understanding the reasons, for its secrecy, 
came into his mind. A still more vague 
hope, that he might meet her before she 
found her brother, upheld him. It would be 
an accidental meeting on her part, for he no 
longer dared to hope that she would seek or 
trust him again. And it was with very little 
of his old sanguine quality that, travel-worn 
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and weary, he at last aligbted at Skiiuier^s. 
But Um half caidesB inquiry if any lady 
pasflengera had htdy arriyed there, to hia 
embanaasment prodooed a faroad amile on 
the face of Skinner. 

^ You 'xe the aeoond num that adced that 
qnealaoii, Mr. Key/' he aaid. 

M The aeoond man ?"ejaeiihited Key bov 
Tonaly. 

^Yea; the first waa the sheriff of Sierra. 
He wanted to find a tall, good-looking 
woman, ahont thirty, with blade eyes. I 
hope that ain't the kind o' girl yon 're lool^ 
ing arter — is it? lor I reckon she's gin 
yon both the sli^.*' 

Key protested with a foroed laii|^ that it 
was not, yet suddenly hesitated to desoriba 
Alioe; for he instantly reoognised tbe 
portrait of her friend, the assumed Mi«. 
Barker. Skinny continued in lasy eoufir 
denoe: — 

^ Ye see they say that the sheriff had 
sorter got the dead wood on that gang o' 
road agents, and had hemmed 'em in some- 
whar betwixt Bald Top and Collinson's. But 
that woman was one o' their spies, and spot^ 
ted his little game, and managed to give 'em 
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iiie tip, so they got dean away. Anjiiffw, 
thejr ain't bin heazd from sinee. Bat iiie 
Ug shaloe has made soontin' aloi^ the 
ledges rather stiff ivoik for the shesnA. 
They say the valley near Long Caikm 's chock 
full o' rock and shmigiillion that *s sS^ped 
down.'' 

^ What do yon mean by the b^ shake? ** 
asked Key in surprise. 

""Great Soott! yon didnt hear of it? 
Did n't hear of the 'arthqnake that shook 
us up all akmg Galloper's the oth^ night ? 
Well," he added disgustedly, "" that's jist 
the oonodt at them f dks in the bay, tiiat 
can't allow that anytMfC happens in 1^ 
moontains! " 

The nigirait tdegnuns of his foreman now 
flashed across Key's preooenped mind. 
PossiUy Skinner saw his oonceni* ""I 
redkon yoor mine is all right, Mr. Key- 
One of your men was oxex yere last night, 
and didn't say nothin'." 

But this did not satisfy K^; and in a 
few minutes he had mounted his horse and 
was speeding towards the Hollow, willi a re- 
morseful ocmsciousness of haying negleoted 
his colleagues' interests. For himffiftlf, in 
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Che utter prepossession of his passion for 
Alice, he cared nothing. As he dashed 
down the slope to the Hollow, he thought 
only of the two momentous days that she 
had passed there, and the fate that had 
brought them so nearly together. There 
was nothing to recall its sylvan beauty in 
the hideous works that now possessed it, or 
the substantial dwelling-house that had taken 
the place of the old cabin. A few hurried 
questions to the foreman satisfied hun of the 
integrity of the properly. There had been 
some alarm in the shaft, but there was no 
subsidence of the '^ seam," nor any difficulty 
in the working. « What I telegraphed you 
for, Mr. Key, was about something that has 
cropped up way back o' the earthquake. 
We were served here the other day with a 
legal notice of a claim to the mine, on ac- 
count of previous work done on the ledge 
by the last occupant." 

^^ But the cabin was built by a gang of 
thieves, who used it as a hoard for their 
booty," returned Key hotly, " and every one 
of them are outlaws, and have no standing 
before the law." He stopped with a pang 
as he thought of Alice. And the blood 
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rushed to his cheeks as the forenvm quietly 
continued : — 

*^But the claim ainH in any o' their 
names. It *s allowed to be the gift of their 
leader to his young sister, afore the out- 
lawry, and it's in Aer name — Alice Riggs 
or something." 

Of the half-dozen tumultuous thoughts 
that passed through Key's mind, only one 
remained. It was purely an act of the bro- 
ther's to secure some possible future benefit 
for his sister. And of this she was perfectly 
ignorant! He recovered himself quickly, 
and said with a smile: — 

^ But / discovered the ledge and its au- 
riferous character myself. There was no 
trace or sign of previous discovery or mining 
occupation." 

^^ So I jedged, and so I said, and thet puts 
ye all right. But I thought I 'd tell ye ; for 
mining laws is mining laws, and it 's the one 
thing ye can't get over, " he added, with the 
peculiar superstitious reverence of the Call- 
f omian miner for that vested authority. 

But Key scarcely listened. All that he 
had heard seemed only to link him more fate- 
fully and indissolubly with the young girl. 
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He was already impatient of even this slight 
delay in his quest. In hia perplexity his 
thoughts had reverted to Collinson's: the 
mill was a good point to begin his search 
from; its good-natured, stupid proprietor 
might be his guide, his ally, and even his 
confidant. 

When his horse waa baited, he was again 
in the saddle. ^^ If yer soins Collinson's 
way, yer might ask hin; if h?8 L a horse. " 
saiJLforLan. "The morning afteTtiie 
shake, some of the boys picked up a mustang, 
with a make-up lady's saddle on." Key 
started ! While it was impossible that it 
could have been ridden by Alice, it might 
have been by the woniian who had preceded 
her. 

^^Did you make any search?" he ia-i 
quired eagerly; ^^ there may have been an 
accident." 

^^ I reckon it wasn't no accident," returned 
the foreman coolly, ^^ for the riata was loose 
and trailing, as if it had been staked out, and 
broken away." 

Without another word, Key put spurs to 
his horse and galloped away, leaving his com- 
panion staring after him. Here was a dues 
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the horse could not have strayed far ; the 
broken tether indicated a camp ; the gang 
had been gathered somewhere in the vicinity 
where Mrs. Barker had warned them, — per- 
haps in the wood beyond Collinson's. He 
would penetrate it alone. He knew his 
danger; but as a single unarmed man he 
might be admitted to the presence of the 
leader, and the alleged claim was a suffi- 
cient excuse. What he would say or do 
afterwards depended upon chance. It was 
a wild scheme — but he was reckless. Yet 
he would go to Collinson's first. 

At the end of two hours he reached the 
thick-set wood that gave upon the shelf at 
the top of the grade which descended to the 
miU. As he emerged from the wood into 
the bursting simlight of the valley below, 
he sharply reined in his horse and stopped. 
Another bound would have been his last. 
For the shelf, the rocky grade itself, the 
ledge below, and the mill upon it, were all 
gone ! The crumbling outer wall of the rocky 
grade had slipped away into immeasurable 
depths below, leaving only the sharp edge 
of a cliff, which incurved towards the woods 
that had once stood behind the mill, but 
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wUch now bristled on the very edge of a 
precipice. A mist was hanging over its 
brink and rising from the yalley; it was a 
full-fed stream that was coursing through the 
former dry bed of the river and felling down 
the face of the bluff. He rubbed his eyes, 
dismounted, crept along the edge of the pre- 
cipice, and looked below : whatever had sub- 
sided and melted down into its thousand feet 
of depth, there was no trace left upon its 
smooth face. Scarcely an angle of drift or 
debris marred the perpendicular ; the burial 
of all ruin was deep and compact ; the era- 
sure had been swift and sure — the oblitera- 
tion complete. It might have been the pre- 
cipitation of ages, and not of a single night. 
At that remote distance it even seemed as if 
grass were already grovHmg over this enor- 
mous sepulchre, but it was only the tops of 
the buried pines. The absolute silence, the 
utter absence of any mark of convulsive 
struggle, even the lulling whimper of fall- 
ing waters, gave the scene a pastoral re- 
pose. 

So profound was the impression upon Key 
and his human passion that it at first seemed 
an ironical and eternal ending of his quest 
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It was with difficulty that he reasoned that 
the catastrophe occurred before Alice's flight, 
and that CTen CoUinson might have had time 
to escape. He slowly skirted the edge of 
the chasm, and made his way back through 
the empty woods behind the old mill-site to- 
wards the place where he had dismounted. 
His horse seemed to have strayed into the 
shadows of this covert ; but as he approached 
him, he was amazed to see that it was not 
his own, and that a woman's scarf was lying 
over its side -saddle. A wild idea seized 
him, and found expression in an impulsive 
cry : — 

" AKce ! " 

The woods echoed it ; there was an inter- 
val of silence, and then a faint response. 
But it was her voice. He ran eagerly for- 
ward in that direction, and called again ; the 
response was nearer this time, and then the 
tall ferns parted, and her lithe, graceful 
figure came running, stumbling, and Umping 
towards hun Uke a wounded fawn. Her 
face was pale and agitated, the tendrils of 
her light ludr were s^yingover her shoulder, 
and one of the sleeves of her school-gown 
was stained with blood and dust. He caught 
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the wUte and trembling h^da that were 
thrust out to him eagerly. 

" It is you 1 " she gasped. " I prayed for 
some one to come, but I did not dream it 
Would be you^ And then I heard your 
voice — and I thought it could be only a 
dream until you called tk second time." 

"But you are hurt," he exclaimed pas- 
sionately. ^* You have met with some acci- 
dent ! " 

**No, nol" she said eagerly. "Not / 
— but a poor, poor man I found lying on 
the edge of the cliiff. I could not help him 
much, I did not care to leave him. No one 
would come ! I have been with him alone, 
all the mommgl Come quick, he may be 
dying." 

He passed his arm around her waist 
unconsciously; she permitted it as uncon- 
sciously, as he half supported her figure 
while they hurried forward. 

" He had been crushed by something, and 
was just hanging over the ledge, and could 
not move nor speak," she went on quickly. 
" I dragged him away to a tree, — it took 
me hours to move him, he was so heavy, — 
and I got him some water from the stream 
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and badied his face, and blooded all my 
deeve." 

^^Bnt wliat were yoa doing here?" he 
aaked quickly. 

A faint blnsh crossed the pallor of her 
delicate cheek. She looked away quickly. 
^I — was gomg to find my brother at 
Bald Top/' she replied at last hurriedly. 
** But don't ask me now — only come qoick^ 
do." 

^Is the wounded man conscious? Did 
yon speak with him ? Does he know who 
yon are ? " asked Key uneasily. 

^ No ! he only moaned a little and opened 
his eyes when I dragged lum. I don't think 
he even knew what had happened." 

They hurried on again. The wood light- 
ened suddenly. ^^ Here I " she said in a half 
whisper, and stepped timidly into the Q]*^'* 
light. Only a few feet from the fatal ledge, 
against the roots of a buckeye, with fier 
shawl thrown over him, lay the wounded 
man. 

Key started back. It was Clollinson I 

His head and shoulders seemed uninjured v 
but as Key lifted the shawl, he saw that the 
long, lank figure appeared to melt away 
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below the waist into a mass of shapeless 
and dirty rags. Key hurriedly replaced the 
shawl, and, bending OTer him, listened to 
his hnrried respiration and the beating of 
his heart. Then he pressed a drinking-flask 
to his lips. The spirit seemed to revive 
him ; he slowly opened his eyes. They fell 
upon Key with quick lecognitioii. But the 
look changed; one oonld see that he was 
trying to rise, bnt that no movement of the 
limbs accompanied that effort of will, and 
his old patient, resigned look returned. Key 
shuddered. There was some injury to the 
spine. The man was paralyzed. 

^* I can't get up, Mr. Key," he said in a 
faint but untroubled voice, ^^nor seem to 
move my arms, but you 'U just allow that 
I 've shook hands with ye — all the same." 

^How did this happen?" said Key 
anxiously. 

'^Thet's wot gets me I Sometimes I 
reckon I know, and sometimes I don't. 
Lyin' thar on thet ledge all last night, and 
only jest able to look down into the old val^ 
ley, sometimes it seemed to me ez if I f eQ 
over and got caught in the rooks trying to 
save my wife; but then when I kem to 
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think sensible, and know my wife wasn't 
there at all, I get mystified. Sometimes I 
think I got ter thinkin' of my wife only 
when this yer young gal thet 's bin like 
an angel to me kem hei*e and dragged 
me off the ledge, for you see she don't be- 
long here, and hez dropped on to me like a 
sperrit." 

** Then you were not in the house when 
the shock came ? " said Key. 

<^ No. You see the mill Was filled with 
them fellers as the sheriff was arter, and it 
went over with 'em — and I " — 

"Alice," said Key, with a white face, 
*' would you mind going to my horse, which 
you will find somewhere near yours, and 
bringing me a medicine case from my sad- 
dlebags?" 

The innocent girl glanced quickly at her 
companion, saw the change in his face, and, 
attributing it to the imminent danger of the 
injured man, at once glided away. Wien 
she was out of hearing, Key leaned gravely 
over him : — 

" Collinson, I must trust you with a 
secret. I am afraid that this poor girl who 
helped you is the sister of the leader of 



IN A HOLLOW OF THE HILLS. SOS 

thut gang Hke skerifF was in pursuit of. She 
has been kept in perfect ignorance of her 
brother's crimes. She must never know 
them — nor even know his fate I If he 
perished utterly in this catastrophe, as it 
would seem — it was God's will to spare her 
that knowledge. I tell you this, to warn you 
in anything yon say before her. She nmst 
believe, as I shall try to make her beliei^, 
Aat he has gone back to the States — 
where she will perhaps, hereafter, beUere 
that he died. Better that she should know 
nothing — and keq» her thought of him un^ 
changed.'' 

"Isee — I see — I see, Mr. Key,'* mur* 
mured the injured man« ^ Thet 's wot I Ve 
been sayin' to myself tyin' here all night 
Thet 'swot I bin aayin' o' n^ wHb Sadie^ — 
her that I actooaify got to think kern bade 
to me last m^xL You see I 'd heerd from 
one o' diose fellam that a. wom«i like imto 
her had been picked np in Texan and 
brou^ on yere, and fliali mebbe die wan 
aomeidiar in Califon^* I waa that foMA 

^UiU^^m^^ VHBSB^V ^^•^♦^t W^^S^ w^^ ^l^HS^^fl ^VM^^ 99^^^^ ^VSWft^^^^ 

kiiowiii% aa I onee tM jmi, ICr K^^ tiaat 
cC she *d heoi alive she 'd bin jeiae — tliat I 
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belieyed it tme for a minit ! And that was 
why, afore this happened, I had a dream, 
right out yer, and dreamed she kem to me, 
all white and troubled, through the woods. 
At first I thought it war my Sadie ; but 
when I see she wam't like her old self, and 
her voice was strange and her laugh was 
strange — then I knowed it was n't her, and 
I was dreamin'. You're right, Mr. Key, 
in wot you got off just now — wot was it? 
Better to know nothin' — and keep the old 
thoughts unchanged." 

^^Have you any pain?" asked Key after 
a pause. 

** No ; I kinder feel easier now." 

Key looked at his changing face. ^^ Tell 
me," he said gently, ^^ if it does not tas 
your strength, all that has happened here, 
all you know. It is for her sake." 

Thus adjured, with his eyes fixed on Key, 
Collinson narrated his story from the irrup- 
tion of the outlaws to the final catasta^phe. 
Even then he palliated their outrage with 
his characteristic patience, keeping still his 
strange fascination for Chivers, and his 
blind belief in his miserable wife. The 
story was at times broken by lapses of faint- 
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ness, by a singular return of his old abstrac- 
tion and forgetfulness in the midst of a sen- 
tence, and at last by a fit of coughing, that 
left a few crimson bubbles on the comers of 
his mouth. Key lifted his eyes anxiously ; 
there was some grave internal injury, which 
the dying man's resolute patience had sup- 
pressed. Yet, at the sound of Alice's re- 
turning step, Collinson's eyes brightened, 
apparently as much at her coming as from 
the effect of the powerful stimulant Key had 
taken from his medicine case. 

" I thank ye, Mr. Key," he said faintly ; 
^^ for I 've got an idea I ain't got no great 
time before me, and I 've got suthin' to say 
to you, afore witnesses " — his eyes sought 
Alice's in half apology — " afore witnesses, 
you understand. Would you mind standin' 
out thar, afore me, in the light, so I kin see 
you both, and you, miss, rememberin', ez a 
witness, suthin' I got to tell to him ? You 
might take his hand, miss, to make it more 
regular and lawlike." 

The two did as he bade them, standing 
side by side, painfully hiunoring what 
seemed to them to be wanderings of a dying 
man* 
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^* Thar was a young fellow/' said Cbllin- 
son in a steady voice, ^ ez kem to my shanty 
anight ago cm his way to the — the — val- 
ley. He was a sprightly young fellow, gay 
and chipper-like, and he sez to me, oonfi- 
dential-Hke, ^ Collinson,' sez he, ^ I 'm off to 
the States this very n^ht on business of im- 
portance ; mebbe 1 11 be away a long time 
— for years! You know,' sez he, ^Mr. 
Key, in the Hollow t Go to him,' sez he, 
* and tell him ez how I hadn't time to get to 
see him ; tell him,' sez he, ^ that JRivers ' — 
you've got the name, Mr. K^? — you've 
got the name, miss ? — ^ that Rivers wants 
him to say this to his litde sister from h» 
lovin' brother. And tell him,' sez he, this 
yer Rivera^ ^ to look arter her, being alone.' 
You remember that, Mr. Key? you rem^np 
ber it, miss? You see, I remembered it, 
too, being, so to speak, alone myself " — he 
paused, and added in a faint whisper — 
« till now." 

Then he was silent. That innocent lie 
was the first and last upon his honest lips ; 
for as they stood there, hand in hand, they 
saw his plain, hard face take upon itself, at 
first, the gray, ashen hues of the rocks around 



